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THE firft obje€&t of this publication was 
to give the text of THE CanTERBURY TALES 
as correct as the Mff. within the reach of the 
Editor would enable him to make it. 

The account of former Editions, in the Ap- 
pendix to this Preface (A), will fhew, that 
this obje& had hitherto been either entirely 
neglected, or at leaft very imperfe&ly purfued: 
The Editor -therefore has proceeded as if his 
author had never been publifhed before. He 
has formed the text throughout from the Mif. 
and has paid little regard to the readings of 
any edition, except the two by Caxton, each 
of which may now be confidered as a Manu- 
fcript. A Lift of the Mfl. collated, or con- 
fulted, upon this occafion is fubjoined (B). 

In order to make the proper ufe of thefe 
Miff., to unravel the confufions of their ortho- 
graphy, and to judge between a great number 
of various readings, it was neceffary to en- 
quire into the ftate of our language and verfi- 
fication at thé timé when Chaucer wrote, and 
alfo, as much as was poffible, into the pecu- 
liarities of his ftyle and manner of compofi- 
tion. Nor was it lefs neceflary to examine 
with fome attention the work now intended 
ge eg ae a to 
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to be republifhed; to draw a line between the 
imps erfections, which may be fuppofed to have 
been left in it by the author, and thofe which 


have crept into it fince; to diftinguifh the 
pears as an inventor, 


from thofe where he is merely a tranflator, ot | 


jmitator; and throughout the whole to tracé 


suia ln c be 
his allufions to a variety of forgotten books and 
7 « 
Lif AWe Ame ric ‘- 4 lac 4+ 
obfolete cuftoms. A 4 certain degree of in- 


formation upon all thefe points will be found 
to be neceffary even for the reading of the 
Canterbury tales with intelligence and fatif- 
fa&tion, the Editor hopes he fhall be excufed 


1at the majol rity of his readers 
i 
will not be difpleafed with his attempt to fhorten 


at leaft the labour of their enquiries, by laying | 
before them fuch parts of the refult of his own 


1e judges will be moft con- 


; } 1 " i d4° ry © 
ducive to that purpofe. He has therefore ad- 

} Pe ae = A ea x: 3 23 | 
ded to the text, 1. An Essay * on THE Lan- 


GUAGE AND VERSIFICATION OF CHAUCER; 
2. AN 


| ® In this Essay, p. 46—73. is contained a: fhort 
view oh Englifh Poetry to the time of Chaucer, the | 

trouble of compiling which the, Editor might per- 

haps ore faved himfelf, if he had forefeen, that Mr. 

Warton’s History or Enerisn Portry would 
have appeared fo foon. Both the Effay and the 
. Intro- 
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2. AN INTRODUCTORY DiécouRSE To THE 
Canrersury Tags; and 3. Nores, into 
which he has thrown an account of the mott 
material various readings; illuftrations of par- 
ticular paflages ; and explanations of the moft 
uncommon words and phrafes, efpecially fuch 
as are omitted, or ill explained, in the Gloflary 
to Urry’s Edition. 

He had once an intention of adding a Gloffary, 
and a Life of Chaucer. From the former of 
thefe undertakings he was deterred by the bulk 
to which this publication had already {wollen, 
and by the confideration, that a Gloflary, 
adapted to a part only of Chaucer’s writings, 
muft necetlarily be a very imperfeét work, the 
utility of which would by no means be pro- 
portionable to the labour employed in compiling 
it. If this attempt, to invite the attention of 
the public to their too much negle&ted bard, 
fhould fo far fucceed as to bring to light any 
Mif. by the help of which, together with thofe 


Lniroductory Difcourfe were printed before Mr. War- 
ton’s book was publithed; which is mentioned, not 
fo much to obviate any fufpicion of plagiarifm, as 
to apologize for whatever defeéts there may be in 
either of thofe treatifes, from a want of the lights, 
which that learned and elegant writer has thrown 
upon all parts of this fubyect. 
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1¥ THE PREFACE: 


sn the Bodleian and other Libraries, the re- 
mainder of the writings of Chaucer might be 
reftored toa tolerable degree of purity, a good 
Gloffary to the whole would be a moft ufeful 
work, and indeed would anfwer all the purpofes 
of a DiGtionary of our antient Language. 

With refpe& to a life of Chaucer, he found, 
after a reafonable wafte of time and pains in 
fearching for materials, that he coud add few 


faéts to thole, which have already appeared in 
feveral lives of that poet; and he was not 
difpofed, cither to repeat the comments and 
inventions, by which former biographers have 
endeavoured to fupply the deficiency of facts, 
or to fubftitute any of his own for the fame 
laudable purpofe. Inftead therefore of a formal 
life of his author, which, upon thefe principles, 
muft have been a very meagre narration, he 
has added to this Preface (C) a fhort ABSTRACT 
OF THE HISTORICAL PASSAGES OF THE LiFe 
or CHAUCER, with remarks, which may ferve 
to feparate for the future thofe paflages from 
others, which have nothing to recommend ther 
to credit, but the fingle circumftance of having 
been often repeated. | 
He will detain the reader no longer than, 
_yatt to defire his indulgence for the Srrata, 
which are fpecified in the annexed table. Thofe 


2 of 


of the Printer are diftinguifhed by Italics. Of 
the reft the Editor muft take the fhame to 
himfelf. They are owing partly to his having 
omitted to infert the true readings in the copy 


prepared for the prefs, and partly to his having . 


imprudently adopted fome lefs authorized read- 
ings, and even conjectures, inftead of the read- 
ings of the beft Mit. When the paflages here 
pointed out are corrected, he does not recolleé& 
to have deviated from the Mif. (except, per- 
haps, by adding the final x to a very few 
words) in any one inftance, of which the rea- 
der is not advertifed in the notes. 
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THE Art of Printing had been invented and eg- 
erci‘ed for a confiderable time, in moft countries of 
Europe, before the Art of Criticifm was called in to 


A; 


fuperintend and direct its operations. It is therefore 
much more to the honour of our meritorious country- 
man, William Caxton, that he chofe to make the Can- 
terbury Tales one of the earlieit productions of his 
prefs, than it can be to his difcredit, that he printed 
them very incorrectly. He probably took the firit Mf. 
that he coud ies to print from, and it happened 
unluckily to be one of the worft in all refpects that he 
coud poflibly have met with. The very few copies of 
this Edition, which are now remaining (4), have no 
date, but Mr. Ames fuppofes it to have been printed in 
1475 or 6. 

It is {till more to the honour of Caxton, that when 
he was informed of the imperfections of his edition, 
he very readily undertook a fecond, ‘* for to fatisfy 
the author,” (as he fays himfelf,) “* whereas tofore 


(a) The late Mr. Welt was fo obliging as to lend mea 


complete copy of this Edition, wh ich is now, as I hay 
heard, in the King’s Library °F There is another complete 
copy in the Library of Merton Coilege, which is illu- 
minated, and has a ruled line under every printed one, to 

fuppofe, of aMf. Neither of thefe 
books ;, though feemingly complete, has any Preface or Ad- 


vert! fement @ 


o1ve it the whens nee, Ll fuy 


by 


by ignorance 4e had erred in hurting and diffaming his 
book.” His whole account of this matter, in the Pre 
face to this fecond Edition, is fo clear and ues 
that I fhall infert it below in his own words (2). This 
Edition 


(4) Pref. to Caxton’s od Edit. from a copy inthe Library 
of St. John’s Coll. Oxford. Ames, p. s¢.—Whiche book I 
have dylygently overfen, and duly examyned to the ende 
that it be made accordyng unto his owen makyng ; for £ 
fynde many of the fayd bookes, whiche w rryters have 

abrydgyd it, and many thy nges left out, and in fome places 
have fette certayn verlys that he never made ne fette in hys 
booke ; of why che bookes {o incorreéte was on e broughte 
to me vi. yere paffyd, whiche I fuppofed hs ben veray 
true and correcte, and accordyng to the fame I dyde do en- 
prynte a certayn nomber of them, whyche anon were folde 
to many and c dyverfe gentyl men, of whom one gentylman 
cam to me, and fayd that this book was not according in 
many places unto the book that Getferey Chaucer had made. 
To whom I anfwered, that I had made it accordyng to my 
copye, and by me was nothyng added ne mynusfhyd. 
Thenne he fayd, he knewe a book whyche hys fader hax 
and moche lovyd, that was very trewe, and accordyng unto 
hys owen firit book by hym made; and fayd more, yf I 
wold enprynte it agayn, he wold gete me the fame book 
for a copye. How be it he wyift well that hys fader wold 
not gladly departe fro it. To whom I faid, in caas that he 
coude gete me fuche a book, trewe and correéte, yet I wold 
cones endev oyre me to enprynte it agayn, for to fatisfy th 
auctour, where as tofore by ygnoraunce I erryd in hurty ng 
and dyffamyng his book in dyverce places, in fetting in 
fomme thynges that he never fayd ne made, ca leving | out 
many digpecs that he made, whyche ben requyfite to be 
dette init. And thus we fyll at accord, and he full ger 
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Edition is alfo without date, except that the Preface in- 
forms us, that it was printed fix years after the firft. 

Ames mentions an Edition of Chaucer’s Canterbury 
'Tales, “ Collected by William Caxton, and printed by 
Wynken de Worde at Weftmettre, in 1495. Folio.” 
He does not appear to have feen it himfelf, nor have 
{ ever met with any other authority for its exiftence ; 
which however I do not mean to difpute. If there 
was fuch an Edition, we may be tolerably fure, that it 
was only a copy of Caxton’s, 

This was certainly the cafe of both Pynfgn's Edi- 
tions. He has prefixed to both the introductory part 
of Caxton’s Prohemye to his 2d Edition, without the 
leatt alteration. In what follows, he fays, that he pur- 
pofes to Se, 3 book [in the firft Edition] dy 4 
copy of the faid Mafter Caxton, and [in the fecond] gy 4 


copy of Wilham Caxton’s in uprinting (c). That the Copy, 


*o 


oe 


eae 


tylly gate of hys fader the faid book, and delyvered it to me, 
by whiche I have correéted my book, as heere after alle 
alonge by the ayde of almighty God fhal folowe, whom I 
humbly befeche &c. 

Mr. Lewis in his Life of Caxton, Ps 104- has publifhed a 
minute account of the contents of this edition from a copy 
n the Library of Magdalen College, Cambridge, but with- 
out deciding whether it is the firit or the fecond edition. 

It is undoubtedly the fecond; but the Preface is loft. 
There is an imperfect copy of this edition in the Mufeum, 
and another in the Library of the Royal Society. Both 


1 


together would not make a complete one, 

~ (c) See the Probemies to Pynfon’s 1ft and ad Editt. in 

the Preface to Urry’s Chaucer. ‘There 1s a complete copy 

of Pynfon’s 1ft Edit. inthe Library of the Royal Society.” 
mentioned 
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mentioned in both thefe paffages, by which Pynfon 
purposed to imprint, was really Caxton’s fecond Edi- 
tion, is evident from the flighteft comparifon of the 
three books. Pynfon’s firft Edition has no date, but 
is fuppofed (upon good grounds, I think) to have been 
printed not long after 1491, the year of Caxton’s 
death. His fecond Edition (d@) is dated in 1526, and 
was the firtt in which a Collection of fome other pieces 
of Chaucer was added to the Canterbury Tales. 

The next Edition, which I have been able to meet 
with, was printed by Thomas Godfray in 1632.7 1E 
this be not the very edition which Leland fpeaks 
of (e) as printed by Berthelette, with the affiftance of 

Mr. 


(d) I venture to call this Pynfon’s 2d Edit. though 
Ames (from fome notes of Bagford) {peaks of Editions in 
y520 and 1522. He does not appear to have feen them 
himfelf. Mr. Weft had a copy of the edition of 1526, in 
which the name of the printer and the date of the impretlion 
are regularly fet down at the end of the Canterbury Tales. 
After that follow “ Troilus and Crefeide” and “ the Boke of 
Fame,” at the end of which laft is a note, copied from Cax- 
ton’s edition of the fame book, with this addition. And 
here foloweth another of bis eworkes. Butin Mr. Weit’s 
copy nothing followed. The writer of the Preface to Ed. 
Urr. feems to have had the ufe of a copy of this Edition in 
1526, which contained fome other pieces of Chaucer’s, and 
feveral by other hands, See the Pref. to Ed. Urr. 

(e) I think it neceflary to ftate Leland’s account of the 
editions of Chaucer in his own words, from Tanner’s B70. 
Brit. v. Chaucer. “ Non alienum meo erit inflituto palam 
facere, Gulielmum Gaxodunum, hominem nec indiligentem 

nec 
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Mr. William Thynne, (as I rather fufpect it is,) we 
may be afflured that it was copied from that. Mr. 

Thynne’s 
nec indoctum, et quem conftat primum Londini artem 
exercuilie typographicam, Chauceri opera, quotquot vel 
pretio vel precibus comparare potuit, in uuum volumen col- 
legiffe. Vicit tamen Caxodunicam editionem Bertholetus 
nofter opera Gulielmi Thynni, qui multo labore, fedulitate, 
ac cura ufus in perquirendis vetuftis exemplaribus, multa 
prime adjecit editioni. Sed nec in hac parte caruit Brianus 
Tucca, mihi familiaritate conjunctifiimus, et Anglice 
lingue eloquentia mirificus, fua eloria, edita in poftremam 
impreflionem prefatione climata, luculenta, eleganti. Se- 
quar igitur codicem paucis abhine annis impreffum, et pro- 
miffum adponam fyllabon. He, then gives a Syllabus of 
the works of Chaucer, contained in that Edition, as fol- 
jows. Fabule Cantiane xxiv, quarum duz foluta oratione 
feriptee ; fed Petri Arateris Jabula, que communi doéto- 
rum confenfu Chaucero, tanquam vero parenti, attribuitur, 
m utraque editione, quia malos facerdotum mores vehe- 
menter increpavit, fupprefia. eft. De arte amandi alias 
Romaunce of the Rofe, &c.” 

Before I make any remarks upon this account, I mutt 
obferve that it was drawn up by Leland before the year 
1540. This appears from his “ New Year’s sift to Henry 
VIII in the xxxvii yeare of his raygne” (1 Jan. 1546) 
in which he fays exprefsly, that he had fpent the laft fix 
years in travelling about the kingdom, “ all his other oc- 
cupations intermitted’” [Ed. 1745. p. xxi. prefixed to 
Leland’s Itin, v. i.] ;” fo that his book De Firis illuftribus, 
which he fpeaks of as finifhed in the fame precey Prxxi. 
muft have been finifhed before’he fet out upon his travels. 
I will obferve too, by the way, that the Biographers of Le- 
Jand feem to haye confounded thefe laft fix years travels 


with 
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‘Thynne’s Dedicatioa to Henry VIII ftands at the 
head of it; and the great number of Chaucer’s works, 
never 


with his former travels, in execution of the Commiflion 
granted to him by Henry VIII, to ferche the Libraries of 
Monafteries, Colleges, &c. That Commiffion was granted 
inj the year 1533, 25 H. VIII, but how many years he 
fpent in the execution of it, there is no authority, that I can 
find, for determining with precifion. 

In the account above-quoted, Leland is certainly mif- 
taken in faying that Caxton colleGfed the works of Chaucer 
into one volume. He printed two Editions of the Canter- 
bury Tales by themfelves, as has been fhewn above. He 
alfo printed Boethius, Troilus and Creflida, and the Boke 

f Fame ; but each in a feparate volume ; and fome fmaller 
pieces of Chaucer, intermixed with feveral of Lydgate, &c. 
in another volume, of which the contents may be feen in 
Middleton’s Diflert. p.263.n. [@]; but it does not ap- 
pear that he ever attempted to colleét thefe feparate publi- 
cations into one volume. 

Leland is alfo inaccurate, at leaft, in reprefenting the 
edition by Thynne as coming next after that by Caxton, 
without taking any notice of the intermediate editions by 
Pynfon, and efpecially that in 1526, in which an attempt 
was really made to colle€&t the works of Chaucer into one 
volume. 

Tt may appear prefumptuous to go further, and to charge 
him with inaccuracy in his defcription of that v ry edition 
by Thynne, which he feems to have had before his eye 


¥CS, 


but Lam much inclined to fufpeé, (as I have intimated 
in the text,) that the edition which he {peaks of as printed 
by Berthelette was really printed by Godfray, and that the 
Preface of Brianus Tucca (Sir Brian Tuke) which he com- 
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never before publithed, which appear in it, fully enti- 
tles it to the commendations, which have always been 

given 
mends fo much, was nothing elfe but the Prefatory addrefs, 
or Dedication, to the King, which is prefixed to God- 
litions in the name of Mr. William 
Thynne. The miftake may not have been fo extravagangy 
as it appears to be at firft. It is poflible, that Berthelette 


frav’s and other later ec 
I 


might be concerned in putting forth the edition of 1532, 
though it was printed by Godfray ; and it is very probable, 
that the Dedication, (which is in fuch a ftyle as I think 
very likelyto be commended by Leland,) though ftanding 
in the name of Mr. William Thynne, was compofed for 
him by Sir Brian Tuke. Mr. Thynne himfelf, I appre- 
hend, was rather a lover, than a matter, of thefe ftudies. 

In fupport of this fufpicion I obferve x. that the fylla- 
bus, which Leland has given of the contents of Berthe- 
lette’s edition, agrees exactly enough with the contents of 
the edition by Godtay, a few {mall pieces only being 
omitted by him. 2. The date of Godfray’s Edition in 
1532 agrees perfectly with what Leland fays of the edition in 
queftion, (viz. tbat it was printed a few years before,) and 
with the probable date of Mr, Thynne’s edition, which appears 
to have been publifhed not earlier than 1530, and certainly 
not laterthan 1532. Itwasnotpublifhed earlier than 1530, be- 
caufe the French Grammer made by an Englifhman, mentioned 
in the Dedication, muft mean, in all probability, L’e/clair- 
cifement de la langue Frangoife by John Palfgrave, the 
printing of which was finifhed by John Hawkins, xviii 
July, 1530, and the Privilege granted on the 2 September 
following. It was not later than 1532, becaufe the Dedi- 
cation appears in Godfray’s edition of that year. 43. If 
Berthelette had printed Mr, Thynne’s edition, in 1531 (we 
will fuppofe), it is inconceivable that Godfray fhould fet 
abayt another edition fo immediately gs to be able to pub- 


hith 
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given to Mr. Thynne’s edition on that account. Ac- 
cordingly, it was feveral times reprinted as the {tandard 
edition 


lith it the very next year. Though the Printers of that 
age had a very imperfeét notion, I apprehend, of Copy- 
right at Common Law, they may be prefumed to have had 
always a certain Common Senfe, which would reftrain 
them from undertaking a new imprefhon of a book, while 
a confiderable number of copies of a former impreffion re- 
mained unfold, whether thofe copies belonged to them- 
felves or to others. Befides, Godfray’s edition has no ap- 
pearance of a hafty, piratical impreffion. It 1s upon a 
fine paper, and the types and prefs-work are remarkably 
neat and elegant. 4. I think we have Berthelette’s own 
authority for believing that he did not print Mr. Thynne’s 
edition of Chaucer. In the Preface to Gower’s Confeffio 
Amantis, which he publifhed in this very year 1532, after 
having mentioned Troylus and Crefeyde, he goes on thus: 
“The whiche noble warke and many other of the fayde 
Chaufers, that never were before imprinted, and thofe that 
very fewe men knewe and fewer hadde them, be now of 
late put forthe together in a fayre volume.” ‘There can be 
no doubt that in this paffage he refers to Mr. Thynne’s edi- 
tion, and if he had printed it himfelf, I think he would cer- 
tainly have claimed the honour of it. At the fame time, 
the favourable manner in which he fpeaks of it, would lead 
one to imagine, (as has been fuggefted above,) that he had 
fome concern in it. 

Upon the whole therefore I am perfuaded, that the edi- 
tion by Godfray in 1532 is the edition, which Leland {peaks 
of as printed by Berthelette. I have given above what I 
conjecture to have been the probable grounds of his miftake, 
Pur indeed, when we recolle& the hurry in which this 


work 
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edition of Chaucer’s works, without any material al- 
teration, except the infertion of the Plowman’s tale in 


1542; 
work of Leland muft have been co mpiled, and that it was 


left by him unfinithed, we need not feck for any other 


caufes of the inaccuracies with which it abounds. In the 


latter part of the sadly cited above, he fpeaks of The 
Ploug ole 5 Tale by the title of Petri Aratoris fabula, con- 
founding it, in the title at leaft, with Pierce Ploughman’s 
Vifons. For I donot {uppofe that he meant to attribute 
the Vifions to Chaucer; though in faét the one might as 
well be attributed to him as the other. 

Notwithftanding the immoderate length of this note, I 
muft not fupprefs another tefumony, which may be pro- 
duced in favour of the exiftence of an Edition of Chaucer 

: 
i 


=" 


by Mr. Thynne, dittinét fro m that printed by Godfray. 
Mr. Speght in his Life of Ch ‘hale the following 


gn ¢ M. William Thynn a ak Arit printed booke 


1S} 
a 
OQ 
~ 
+) 


aucers works with one columbe on a fide, had a 

e called the Pilgrims tale, which was more odious to 
the Clergie, than the fpeach of the -Plowman. ‘The tale 
began thus: In Lincolnefire faft by a fenne: Standeth a 
religious houfe whoa doth it kenne. ‘The argument of which 
tale, as alfo the occafion thereof, and the caufe wh Ly it was 
Jeft out of Chaucers works, thal 


God permit, in M. Fran. Thyns coment upon hed, 
and the Tale i 


tfelfe publithed | of poffibly it can be found.” 
It muft be allowed that this defcription of Mr. T hynne’s 
} 


firft edition, “ with one columne on a fide, and @ tale called 
the Pilgrim’s tale,” 


| hereafter be fhewed, i 


dees not fuit the edition printed by 
Godfray, which is in two columns and has no Pilgrim’s 
tale. But I obfe: 
have fecn this bo 


can be found. . If 


er a that Mr. Speght does not pretend to 
ok. He even doubts whether the Tale 

therefore I thould be able to prove, that 
the 
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1542, of which I have fpoken in the Difcourfe, &c. 
N. 32. 

As 
the Tale, which he fpeaks of, coud not poflibly be in Mr. 
Thynne’s firft edition, I prefume no great ftrefs will be laid 
upon the other part of his evidence, in which he fuppofes 
that edition to have been printed with only one columne 
on a fide. 

{t appears very ftrange, at firft fight, that the Plowman’s 
Tale (according to Leland) fhould have been fuppreffed in 
Mr. Thynne’s edition, quia malos facerdotum mores vebe- 
menter increpavit, and that he fhould have inferted this 
Pilgrim’s tale, which, as Mr. Speght tells us, was ftill more 
odious to the Clergie. A few years after, when the Re- 
formation was further advanced, in 1542, the Plowman’s 
tale.is inferted among Chaucer’s works and the Pilgrim’s 
tale is fupprefled! But there is no occafion to infitt upon 
thefe little improbabilities. Though Mr. Speght did not 
snow where to find the Pilgrim’s tale, and the Printer of 
the Edit. in 1687 affures us, that he had fearched for it 
“(in the Public libraries of both Univerfities,” and alfo 
“in all private libraries that he could have accefs unto,” 
I have had the good fortune to meet with a copy *. -It 

* The copy, of which Ifpeak, is in the black letter, and feems 
to have once made part of a volume of mifcellancous poems in 8vo. 
The firft leaf is numbered xxxi and the laft xlv. The Pilgrim's 
tale begins aboat the middle of fo/. xxxi. werf. and continues to the 
end of the fragment, where it breaks off imperfeét. The firft 
leaf has a running tithe—Venus The ccurt of—and contains the 
ten laft liges of one poem, and another whole poem of twenty 
lines, before the Pilgrim’s tale. 

This curious fragment was purchafed at the Auction of Mr. 
Weft’s library, in alot (N° * 1040) of Sundry fragments of old 
black-letter books, by Mr. Herbert of Gulfton’s Square, who very 
evligingly permitted me to examine it. 
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As my bufinefs here is folely with the Canterbury 


Tales, I thall take no notice of the feveral mifcellaneous 


pieces, 


is entitled, “ ike Mara tale,” and begins thus: 


In Li nefhyr faft by the fene 
Ther ites an hows and you yt ken, 
And callyd fempvnham of religion 

And is of an old foundation, &c. 


There can be no doubt, I think, that this is the piece of 
which Mr. Speght had received fome confufed intelligence. 
It feems to have been mentioned by Bale among Chaucer’s 
works, in the following manner. ‘* Narrationes diverfo- 
rum, Lib.i. In comitatu Lincolnienfi fuit—” Script. Brit. 
p- 526. Ed. 1559. But it isimpoffible that any one who 
had read it fhould afcribe it to Chaucer. He is quoted in 
it twice by name, fol. xxxil. and fol. xlv. and jn the latter 
place the reference feems to. be made to a printed book. 
The reader fhall judge.— 


Sey 


ay 


oe 


He fayd he durft not it difclofe, 

But bad me reyd the Romant of the Rofe, 
The thred leafe jutt from the end, 

To the fecund page ther he did me fend, 
He prayd me thes vi. ftavis for to marke, 
Whiche be Chaucers awn hand wark. 

@ Thus moche woll our boke fygnify 
That ‘hile Peter hath maftery, &c. 


[ Then follow 4 more lines from Chaucer’s R.R. v. 7263—8. 


Urr.}] Itis not ufual, at leafi, to cite Mf. by the 


leaf and the page. But if this citation was really made 
from a printed book, the Pilerim’s tale muft have been 
written after Mr. Thynne’s edition, for Chaucer’s tranf- 
lation of the Romant of the Rofe was firft printed in that 
edition, Another pafiage will fix the date of this com- 


pohticn 
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pieces, by Chaucer and others, which were added to 
them by Mr. Thynne in his Edition, and afterwards 
by Stowe and Speght in the Editions of 1561, 1597, 
and 1602. With refpect to the Canterbury Tales, I 
am under a neceffity of obferving, that, upon the 
whole, they received no advantage from the edition of 
1532. Its material variations from Caxton’s /econd 
edition are all, I think, for the worfe. It confounds 
the order of the Sguier’s (f) and the Frankelein’s (g) 
tales, which Caxton, in his fecond Edition, had fet 
right. It gives the Frankelein’s Prologue to the Mer- 
chant, in addition to his own proper Prologue (4). It 
produces for the firft time two Prologues, the one to 


pofition ftill more clearly, In fol. xxxix. xl. are the 
following lines : 
Perkin werkek and Jak ftraw 
And now of late our cobler the dawe. 

Ohne would not expect to find any mention of Perkin War- 
beck in a work attributed to Chaucer ; but, pafling that 
over, I think it is plain, that our cobler, in the fecond line, 
means the leader of the Lincolnfhire rebels in 1536, who, 
as Hollinfhed tells us, p. 941. ‘ called himfelf Captaine 
Cobler, but was indeed a monk, named Doétor Mackarell.” 
The Pilgrim's tale therefore was not written till after 1536, 
and confequently coud not poffibly be in Mr. Thynne’s 
firft Edition, which, as has been fhewn above, was printed” 
at lateffin 1532. 

(f). See the Difcourfe, &c. § xxiii. and Note on ver. 
10203. 

(g) See the Difcourfe, &c. § xxv. and Note on yer. 
10985. 

(4) See the fame Se&tion and Note. 
b 


the 
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the Doéfour’s, and: the other to the Shipman’s tale, 
which are both evidently fpurious (2); and it brings 
back: the. lines of ribaldry (4) in. the Merchani’s tale, 
which Caxton, in his cond Edition, had’ rejected upon 
the authority of his. good: Mf, 
However, this Edition of 1532; with all its imper- 
fections, had the luck, as I have faid, to be confidered 
as the ftandard edition, and to be copied, not: only by 
the Bookfellers, in their feveral Editions (/) of 15425 
4546, 1555, and 1567, but alfo by Mr. Speght, (the 
firit Editor in form, after Mr. Thynne, who fet his 
name to his work,) in 1597 and:1602. In the Dedi- 
cation to Sir Robert: Cecil, prefixed to-this laft edition, 
he {peaks indeed of having * reformed the whole work, 
both by old written copies and by Ma. William 
‘Thynns praife-worthy labours,” but I cannot find that 
he has departed in any material point. from thofe edi- 
tions; which I have fuppofed to be derived from Mr. 
‘Fhynnes. In the very material points: abovemen- 


(7) See them in all the Editt. fince 1532. 

(k) See the Note on ver. 10227, The lines themfelves 
dre in all the common Editt. 

(1) There are fome other Editions mentioned by Ames, 
without date, but it is probable that, upon infpeétion, they 
would appear to Be one or other of the Editions, whofe 
dates are here given. It feems to have been ufual to print 
books in partnerfhip, and for each partner to print his own 
name to his fhare of the impretlion.. See Ames, pi 252. 
A Bible-is faid td be printed in’ 1551, by Nicholas Hill— 
“at the coft and charges of certayne honeft menne of the 
gctupacyon, who/e uames be upon their bokes.” 

| : tioned, 
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tioned, in which thofe editions vary from Caxton’s 


fecond, he has followed them Nor have I obferved 
any fuch verbal varieties, as would induce one to be- 
lieve that he had confilted any good Mf, They, who 
have read his Preface, will probably not regret, that 
he did not do more towards correcting the text of 
Chaucer. 

In this ftate the Canterbury Tales remained (a) till 
the edition undertaken by Mr. Urry, which was 
publithed, fome years after his death, in 1721, I 
fhall fay but little of that edition, as a very fair and 
full account of it is to be feen in the modeft and fenfi- 


(m) It may be proper juft to take notice, that Mr, 
Speght’s Edition was reprinted in 1687, with an Advertife- 
ment at the end, in which the Editor pretended to publith 
from a Mf. the Conclufion of the Coke’s Tale and alfo of 
the Squires Tale, which in the printed books are faid to be 
boft or never finifbed by the author —Thefe Conclafions 
may be feen in the Preface to Ed. Urr. Whoever the. 
Editor was, I muft do him the juftice to fay, that they are 
both really to be foundin Mf. The firft is in Mf B. ec. 
and the other in Mf. B. 2 from which Hearne has alfo 
printed it, as a choice difcovery, in his Letter to Bagford, 
App. toR. G. p.601. IfIthought the Reader had any 
relith for fuch fupplements to Chaucer, I coud treat him 
from Mf. B. «. with at leaft thirty more lines, which have 
been inferted in different parts of the Cook’s Tale, by the 
fame hand that wrote this Conclufion. It feems to have 
been an early, though very unfuccefsful, attempt to fup- 
ply the deficiencies of that ‘Tale, before any one had thoughe 
ef tacking Gamelyn to its 
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ble Preface prefixed to it by Mr. ‘Timothy Thomas (2), 
upon whom the charge of publifhing Chaucer devolved, 
or rather was impofed, after Mr. Urry’s death, ‘The 
ttrange licence, in which Mr. Urry appears to have in- 
dulged himfelf, of lengthening and fhortening Chaucer’s 
words according to his own fancy, and of even adding 
words of his own, without giving his readers the leait 
notice, has made the text of Chaucer in his Edition by 
far the worft that was ever publifhed. 

Since this there has been no complete Edition of 
the Canterbury Tales. A volume in 8vo containing 
the Prologue and the Knightes Tale, with large ex- 
planatory notes &c. was publifhed in 1737, by a Gentle- 
man, (as I am informed,) who has fince diftinguifhed 
himfelf by many other learned and ufeful publications. 
He appears to have fet out upon the only rational 


(z) I learn this from a Mf. note in an interleaved copy 
of Urry’s Chaucer, prefented to the Britifh Mufeum by 
Mr. William Thomas, a brother, as I apprehend, of Mr. T. 
Thomas. T. Thomas was of Chrift-Church, Oxford, and 
died in 1751, agedLix. In another note Mr. W. Thomas 
informs us, that the Life of Chaucer, in that edition, was 
very uncorreétly drawn up by Mr. Dart, and correéted 
and enlarged by W. T. (i.e. himfelf.) The fame Mr. 
W. Thomas has taken a great deal of unneceffary pains in 
collating that copy of Urry’s Edit. with feveral Mf. The 
beft part of the various readings ferves only to correét the 
arbitrary innovations, which Mr. Urry had introduced into 
the text. He has employed himfelf to better purpofe upon 
the Gloffary, where he has made many emendations and 
additions, which may be of confiderable ufe, if ever a new 
Gleflary to Chaucer thall be compiled, 


plan 
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plan of publifhing Chaucer, by collating the beft MM 


and fele¢ting from them the genuine readings; and ac- 
cordingly his edition, as far as it goes, is infinitely pre- 
ferable to any of thofe which preceded it. 
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{B).A Lrst or Mss. CoLLaTEen, OR CONSULTED, 
WITH THE ABBREVIATIONS BY WHICH THEY 
ARE ‘CITED. 


In THE Museum. 


Mf. Reg. 18 C. ii. In Urry’s Lift, Vile 


Mf. Reg. 17D. xv. In Urry’s Litt, viii, 


Ar Oxrorp. 
In the Bodkian Library. 
N° 2527. in the printed Catalogue. 


A. Mf. Harl. 7335. 
B. 

C. Mf. Harl. 7334. 
D. 

E. Mf. Harl. 7333. 
KF. Mf. Harl. 1768. 
G. 

H, 

I. Mf. Harl. 1239. 
B. e 

B. 6. N° 1234. Ibid. 
B. y. N° 1476. Ibid. 
B. 3. N° 3360. Ibid. 
B. «. N° 4138. Ibid. 
B. ¢. N° 6420. Ibid. 


NC. A Mf, in the Library of New College. 


At CameripcE, 
«I. In the Publick Libraty. N° D. d. Ae 2h 
2 Ibid. N° I. i, 3, 26, 


Mf. in the Library of Trinity College, N°R, 3. 3: 
Ibid. N°R. 3.145. 


In Urry’s Lift, i. 
Mi. Sloane. A. 1685. xxii D. In Urry’s Lift, iii, 
Mf, Sloane. A. 1686. xxii. D. In Urry’s Lift, iv. 
In Urry’s Lift, 11, 
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Afk. z.2. Two Mff. lent to me by the late Dr. Afkew. 
The fecond has in it the Arms of Henry Deane, 
Archbifhop of Canterbury. 1501-3. 

HLA. A Mf. lent to.me by Edward: Haiftwell, Efq. 

W. A Mf in the poffeffion of the late Mr. P. Cs 
Webb. 

4h. N. Two Mf. deforibed in the Pref. to Ed. Urr. 
the one-as belonging to Charles Cholmondeley, Efq. 
of Vale Royal, in Chefhire, .and the other :to Mr. 
Norton, of Southwick, in Hampfhire. The Editor 
quotes them from the Collations of Mr. W. Thomas, 
smentioned above in this Arp. A. n-.(#)- 


Of thefe Mf. ‘the moit credit is-certainly-duesto the 
five following, viz. A.C. 1. Atk. 1.2. and HA. 
The ‘four laft exhibit the Tales in exactly ‘the fame 
-order in 'which-they are printed in this edition; and fo 
does A. except that-it wants. the Cokes Tale.[See:the 
Difcourfe, &c. .§ xiii], and has the Nonnes ‘Tale in- 
ferted*between the Sompxoures and the. Clerkes. AItuis 
alfo »unluckily very ‘imperfect ; beginning only.at ver. 
1204. and ending (with feveral intermediate breaks) 
at ver. 12610. inthe Pardoner’s ‘Fale. 


N. B. The Editt. of Chaucer by Caxton and,Pynfon 
are cited by thefe abbreviations; Ca. 1..2. -Pynf. it. 
2.—Sp. and Wer, are putfor the -Editt. by Speght and 
Urry. M. ‘ftands ‘for the Edit. «of the Prologue and 
Kuight’s Tale in 1737.—~The other'Editt.-are.cited ‘by 
their -réfpective dates. If no date ‘is ‘mentioned, the 
reference is to the Edit. of 7542 by John Reyne. 
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(C) An ABsTRACT OF THE HISTORICAL PASSAGES 
oF THE Lire or CHAUCER. 


THE Birth of Chaucer in 1328 has been fettled, 
I fuppofe, from fome infcription on his tomb-ftone, 
fignifying that he died in 1400, at the age of 72. Of 
his birth itfelf we have no memorial, any more than of 
his parents (a). He calls himfelf a Londenois, or Lon- 
doner, in the Tefament of Love. B. i. fol. 326. and in 
another paflage, fol. 321. {peaks of the city of London 
as the place of his exgendrure. . 

We are more in the dark about the piace of his edu- 
eation. In his Court of Love, ver. giz. he fpeaks of 
himfelf under the name and charaéter of ¢ Philogenet— 
of Cambridge, Clerk.” ‘This is by no means a decifive 
proof that he was really educated at Cambridge 3 but 


(a) Mr. Speght has referred to feveral Records in which 
the name of Chaucer occurs. There is mention in the 
Monaft. Ang. vol. iii. p. 326. of a Fobannes le Chaufer, 
civis Londonienfis, an. 1299. who may poffibly have been 
our Poet's Grandfather. Though Leland fays, that he was 
noltli loco natus, Mr. Speght informs us, that “in the Opi- 
nion of fome heralds—he defcended not of any great houfe, 
which they gather by his Armes.” Jam inclined to be- 
lieve the Heralds, rather than Leland. 

The name of Chaucer is explained [Life of Ch. Urr.] 
to fignify a /hoe-maker; but it rather means un Satfeur 
de chauffes ou culottiers. Dig. de Lacombe, v. Chaucier. 
According to what is faid to be the old fpelling of it, 
Chaucefir, it might be not improbably derived from Chau- 


Jecire, an office, which ftill fubfitts under the title of Chafe- 
Waxes 


it 
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it may be admitted, I think, as a {trong argument that. 
he was not educated at Oxford; as Leland has fup- 
pofed, without the thadow of a proof (4).. The Bio- 
graphers however, inftead of weighing one of thefe 
accounts againft the other, have adopted both; and 
tell us very gravely, that he was firft at Cambridge, 
and afterwards removed from thence to compleat his 
itudies at Oxford. 

It were to be wifhed that Mr. Speght had given us 
the date of that Record in the Inner Temple, (which, 
he fays, a Mr. Buckley had feen,) where ‘ Getfrey 
Chaucer was fined two fhillings for beating a Fran- 
cifcane frier in Fleet-ftreet (c).” Leland has alfo told 


(6) The fingle circumftance, by which Leland has en- 
deavoured to ftrengthen his fuppofition that Chaucer was 
educated at Oxford, is another fuppofition that he was bors 
in Oxfordfhire or Berkfhire. The latter has been fhewn 
above to be falfe. 

(c) Though this be but a blind flory, it rather inclines. 
me to believe that Chaucer was of the Inner Temple zz the 
early part of bis life, before he went into the fervice of 
Edward III. The circumftance recorded is plainly a 
youthful fally. Onthe contrary, Leland fuppofes his prin- 
cipal refidence in the Inns of Court to have been after he 
had flourifbed in France, about the laft years of Richard JI; 
which is totally incredible. Indeed Leland, through his 
whole account of our author, feems to have confidered 
him as living at leaft twenty years later than he really did. 
He takes no notice of the beft authenticated circumflances 
of Chaucer’s life in the time of Edward III; and he repre- 
fents him as highly efteemed by Henry IV, and HIs son, 
qui de Gallis triumphavit. Uenry V was {carcely xii years 
of age, when Chaucer died. 
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us, ‘that our sauthor “ collegia Leguleiorum frequentavit 
after ‘his ‘travels in France, and perhaps ‘before.” 1 
muft obferve, that :thefe‘travels in France reft entirely 
upon the authority of Leland, whofe account is full of 
inconfiftencies. 

The ‘firft authentic memorial, which we shave of 
Chaucer, isthe Patentin Rymer, 4a E. ILI. sby which 
that King grants to him an annuity of 20 marks, by 
the ‘title of Valettus nofer (d). He swas thensin‘the 


(2) Our Yeoman, Mr. Speght, who omits this grant, 
mentions one of the fame purport in the 45. E. III. in which 
Chaucer is ftyled Valettus Hofpitii, which he tranflates—~ 
Grome of the Pallace. By this he finks our author as‘much 
too low as ‘another writer has raifed him too highyby tranf- 
lating the fame words—Gentleman of the King’s Privy 
Chamber [Life of -Ch. Urr.]. Falet, or Yeoman, was the 
intermediate ‘wank sbetween Squier and Grome. “See the 
note on ver. 10x. See alfo the Will of Edward Duke of 
Work, ap./Rymer,.an. 1415. where his legacies to his ameniat | 
fervants are thus arranged—~a-un Efcuier us. a [un] : 
wadlet:xxs. aunigare fon .. «] & aun page vi's. vill d. 
Valettus 1s\probably a‘corruption: of Vaffalettus, the di- 
minutive of Vafallus. ‘Hence this title-was_alfo; given (not 
asa name of fervice) to young.men of the higheft quality, 
before they were knighted. . , 7 | 
TLot.1in fiz de fa mulier, | 
Ki-neit, pas uncore:chivaler, | 
Vallet efteit-et beaus.et gent— | Roman d’Jpomedon. : 
So that if Edward III, as ‘Mr. Speght fays, ‘did entitle | 
Laurence -Haftings, Lord of Aburganey;—Valedium nof- 
trum,’ I fhould guefs, that the faid Lord was, sot “ the 
King’s grome, page,/or fervant,” (as he fuppofes,) or his 
yeoman, (as Chaucer was,) but'his. Ward, 


39th 
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goth year-of his.age. How Jong -he had ferved ‘the 
King in that, or any other, ftation, ‘and ‘what .parti- 
cular merits were rewarded by this/royal bounty (é), 
are points equally unknown. 
From 
(e) I fhould -have’ -been glad to have met with sany 
round for fappofing, that this «mark of Royal favour was 
a reward of our author’s,poetical, merits. That Chaucer 
had ‘before this time .diftinguifhed shimfelf :by his poetical 
performances, is almmoft-certain. ‘I-have mentioned ‘a fufpi- 
cion [n. on ver. 1920] that ‘the Afemblee of Foules alludes 
to the:Courtfhip:of Blanche of Lancatter by John of Gaunt, 
who married her insrggg, ‘the 43d yearof E. 271 And 
perhaps the Compinint of the Blacke Knight might be writ- 
ten for John of Gaunt during the fame Courtthip. tas 
ftill more -probable that -his ‘ranflation ‘of the. Roman de 
la-Rofe. and his Troiles were both compofed before 1367, 
the.zra of which we are fpeaking, But J ‘think, ifthe 
King -had really patronized Chauecer (asa (Poet, we muft 
have found fome clear evidence of fuch a conneétion. Jf 
the one had been fond:of verfes, the ‘other.would ‘certainly 
have given him fome,; efpecially as *he. might -have ex- 
erted his genius in the .praife of fo illuftrious .a Patron 
without any neceffity.of flattering. If we confiderfurther, 
that, a few years after, the King appointed him sto be 
Comptroller of ‘the Cuftom of Wool, &c. in the Port of 
London, with the following -injun@tion in his Patenty— 
*“ So.that the faid Geffrey write with.bis.ownihand ‘has rolls 
touching the faid ofice, and continually refde there, and da 
and execute all things pertaining to the faid ofice.in his own 
proper perfon.and not -by bis fubfitate,’—we fhall probably 
be of opinion, that His Majefty was either totally infenfi- 
ple-of ovr sauthor’s poetical talents; or-at:leaft) had no mind 
to encourage him in the cultivation or-exercife of them. 
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From this time we find frequent mention of him in 
various public inftruments. In the 46 E, III, [ap. 
Rymer.] the King appoints him Envoy (with two 
others) to Genoa, by the title of Scutifer noffer (f). 


Tt fhould feem that Edward, though adorned with many 
Royal and Heroic virtues, had not the gift of difcerning 
and patronizing a- great Poet; a gift, which, like that of 
genuine Poetry, (if we may believe one, who perhaps fpoke 
feelingly upon the fubjeét,) is only beftowed on the chofen 
few by the peculiar favour of heaven : 
— heque enim, NISI CARUS AB ORTU 
Dits sUPERIS, poterit MAGNO favifle POETA. 
Milton’s Mansvus. 

I obferve however, that, notwithftanding the petrifying 
quality, with which thefe Cuftom-houfe accounts might be 
expected to operate upon Chaucer’s genius, he probably 
wrote his Houfe of Fame while he was in that office. I 
gather this from B. ii. ver. 144. where the Eagle fays 
to him,— 

For when thy labour al done is, 

And haft made all thy rekenynges, 

In ftede of reft and of newe thynges 

Thou goeft home to thyne houfe anone, &c. 

(f) Our Squier; fo that in the courfe of thefe five 
years our author had been promoted from the rank of 
Yeoman, to that of Squier, attendant upon the King. 
Scutifer and Armiger, Lat. are fynonymous terms for the 
French Efcuier. ‘The Biographers thinking, I fuppofe, 
the title of Squier too vulgar, have changed it into Shield- 
bearer, as if Chaucer had the fpecial office of carrying the 
King’s fhield. 

Some obfervations have been made upon this appoint- 
ment of Chaucer, as Envoy to Genoa, in the Difconrfe, 
tee, The 20. In 
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In the 48 E. III. he has a grant for Life of a Pitcher 
of wine daily [ap. Rymer.]; and in the fame year a 
Grant, during pleafure, of the Office of Comptroller 
of the cuftom of Wools, &c. in the Port of London 


[idid.]. In the 49 E. III. the King grants to him . 


the Wardfhip of Sir Edmund Staplegate’s Heir [Mf 
Rymer, E. III. vol. xi, n.12.], for which he re- 


ceived 104 /, [Ibid. R. IL. vol. i. n. 16.]; and in the ~ 


next year fome forfeited wool to the value of 71/. 
45. 6d. [Life of Ch. Urr.].. In the laft year of 
Edward III, ‘he was fent to France, with Sir Guichard 
D’Angle and Richard Stan, for Sturry], to treat of a 
marriage between the Prince of Wales, Richard, and a 
daughter of the French king [Froiffart, v. i. ch. 325.]. 

In the next year, 1 R. II. his annuity of 20 marks 
was confirmed to him, and another annuity of 20 
marks was granted to him in lieu of the Pitcher of 
wine daily. [See the Licence to furrender thefe grants 
in the Lite of Ch. Urr.]. It is probable too that he 
was confirmed in his Office of Comptroller, though 


the inftrument has not been produced(g). In the. 


rith of R. II. he had the King’s Licence to furrender 
his two grants of 20 marks each in favour of John 


(g) This is probable, I think, becaufe Chaucer, in his 
Teftament of Love, frequently alludes to his lofs of Office, 
as one of the greateft misfortunes brought upon him by his 
meddling in thofe difturbances, which happened in the city 
of London in the 7th of R. II. When he fled, to avoid 
being examined in relation to thofe difturbances (as he fays, 
Teft. of L, fol, 329. b.), he was probably fuperfeded in 
his Ofhce, 

Sealby. 
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Sealby (4). In the 1:th R. [. he appears to have 
been: Clerk of the works at Weftminfter, &c. and 
in 


(4) This Licence, reciting the two Grants, is printed in 
the Life of Ch. Urr. and the author of that life has ob- 
ferved, that this furrender was probably occafioned by our 
ftuthor’s diftrefled circumftances. Either he defpaired of 
procuring payment of his penfions, or perhaps wanted to 
raife-a fum of ready money. The fame writer has ex-— 
tra¢ted. from the Teffament of Love almoft all that is now 
to be known of the hiftory of this diftrefs, which he afcribes 
very truly to Chaucer’s unfortunate, engagements with 
that party in the city of London, of which John of North- 
ampton was at the head. What the real defigns of that 
party were, and how atrifling City-riot, as it feems to 
have been, came to be treated as a rebellion, are points of 
great obfcurity. There is good ground to believe that 
Northampton was connected with the Duke of Lancafter, 
At his trial, in Auguft 1384, he contended, that he ought 
not to be tried in the abfence of his lord the Duke :” quo 
verbo (fays Wallingham, p. 310.) fu/eitavit fufpicionem 
Juiftram tam vulgi quam procerum contra Ducem. He was 
condemned however to perpetual imprifonment; in which 
he remained till July 1390, when (according to the Monk 
of Evefham, p. 122.) ad infiantiam Ducis Lancaftria,. 
Johannes. Northampton — et facti fui muper de Londouiis 
banniti, reftituti funt ad priftinas ibertates. The judges 
ment againit him was reverfed in Parliament the next yeary 
Rot. Parl. 14 R.II. n, 36. and he was reftored to his landgs. 
&c. the year following, Rot. Parl. ry R. UL. n. 33. This 
connexion. of Northampton with the Duke of Lancafter 


_ will account. for the part which, Chaucer appears to have 
fakea in this unhappy affair. He was very carly attached 


to 
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in *the following year at Windfor (2), In the 17th 
R.II. the King granted to him a new Annuity of 
twenty pounds [ap. Rymer.] (k);—Iin the arft, his 


to that, Duke, and was at this time married to a fifter of 
Catharine Swinford, the Duke’s miftrefs; and it is ob- 
fervable, that the firft mark of royal favour, which he re- 
ceived after his diftreifes, was beftowed upon him at the 
fame time that Northampton received his pardon, and pro- 
bably through the fame mediation. 

(4) See Tanner’s Bib. Brit. v. CHaucer, n.e. It may 
yuftly be doubted whether thefe two offices together in- 
demnified our author for the lofs of his former office in the 
Cuftoms. That was. probably a-very. lucrative one. He 
complains of “ being berafte out of dignitie of Office, in 
which he made a, gatheringe of worldly godes ;” and in an- 
other place he fpeaks of himfelf as “once glorious in 
worldly welefulneffe, and having fuche godes in welthe as 
maken. men riche.” [Teft. of L. fol. 326. a. b.], But 
that he fhould ever have been poffeifed of “ lands and re- 
venues to the yearly value almoft of a thoufand pounds,” 
(according to the tradition repeated by Mr. Speght,) is 
quite incredible. 

(k) If Chaucer was ever poffefled of Dunnington-caftle 
in Berkfhire, (as his Biographers {uppofe. he was,) he muft 
have purchafed it about this time; for it appears to have 
been in the poffeffion of Sir Richard Abberbury in the 16th 
year of R. I]. Monaff. Ang. ii. 474. We have no proof of 
any fuch purchafe, and the fituation of his affairs makes it 


highly improbable. The tradition, which Mr. Evelyn . 


mentions. in his Sylva, of an oak in Dunnington park called 
Chaucer's oak, may. be fufficiently accounted for without 
fuppofing that it was planted by Chaucer himfelf, as the 


Caftle was. undoubtedly in the hands of Thomas. Chaucer ~ 


for many years. 
Protection 
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Protection for two yeats [/bid.] ;—and in the 22d, a 
pipe of wine annually [Zd;d.j. In the next year, the 
it H. IV. his two grants, of the Annuity of 20/. 
and of the Pipe of wine, were confirmed to him [Mf 
Rymer, H.1V. vol.i. n.27.J, and at the fame time, 
he had an additional grant of an Annuity of 40 
Marks [Jbid. n.15.}. He died, according to the in- 
fcription. on his tomb-ftone, in the beginning of the z 
H.IV. on the 25th of October, 1490. 
Thefe, I think, are the principal faéts in Chaucer’s 
life, which are attefted by authentic evidences (/), We 
learn 
(/) It appears further from the Exitus, Pafch. 4R. II. 
{ Mif. Rymer, R. II. vol. ii. n. 3.] that Chaucer, on the 
24 May, 1381, received at the Exchequer a half-year’s pay- 
ment of his own two annuities of 20 marks each, and alfo a 
half-year’s payment of an annuity of ro marks, granted 
by E. III. and confirmed by R. II. to his wife Philippa, 
auper unt domicellarum Philippa, nuper Regine Anglia. 
The title given to her of domicella proves that fhe was un- 
married at the time of her being in the Queen’s fervice. 
‘There is a Patent in Rymer, 43 E. III. by which the King, 
about four months after Queen Philippa’s death, grants an- 
muities to nine of her Domicella, viz. to four of them 10 
marks, to two 5 pounds, and to three 5 marks. One of 
them is called Philippa Pykard, and might yery well be 
fuppofed to be the lady whom Chaucer afterwards married, 
if it were not for two objections, 1. that the annuity grant- 
ed to her is only 5 pounds, whereas Chaucer’s wife appears 
by this record to have had one of 10 marks; and 2. that 
the Hiftorians, though they own themfelves totally ignorant 
of the Chriftian name of Chaucer’s wife, are all agreed 
that her furname was Roxe/, the fame with that of her 
father 
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learn from hinafelf, in his Treatife on the Aftrolabe, that 
he hada fon, called Lows, who was ten years of age 


in 1391. It is the only circumftance, as I recolle¢t, 
relating to his family, of which he has informed use 
A few other hiftorical particulars relating to himéelf, 


father and eldeft fifter, Catharine Swynford. ‘The firft 
objection might be got over by fuppofing that her annuity, 
though at firft only 5 pounds, was encreafed (perhaps upon 
her marriage with Chaucer) to 10 marks. As to the other 
point, it is not impoffible that the father, and the eldeft 
filter, who was his eirefs [See Pat. 13 H.IV: p. 1. m. 36. 
ap. Rymer.}, might bear the name of de Rouet, (ox de Roelt, 
as itis in the Pat, 13 H. IV. ju quoted,) from fome 
eftate in their poffeffion, and yet the younger Sifter might 
be called by the family-name of Pykard. 

If the records of payments at the Exchequer for the 
eleven years preceding 1381 are ftill in being, they may en- 
able us to clear up thefe doubts, and alfo, perhaps, to afcer- 
tain very nearly the time of Chaucer’s marriage, as they 
will probably fhew when he began to receive his wife’s 
annuity. If this laft point were afcertained, we fhould 
Know better what to think of the relation of Thomas 
Chaucer to our author. Mr. Speght informs us, that 
fome held opinion, that Thomas C. was.not the fonne of 
Geffrey,” and there are certainly many circumftances which 
might incline us to that opinion. I was in hopes of meet- 
ing with fome light upon this fubjeét in a Poem which Lyd- 
gate is faid to have written, entitled, “ A Complaint upon 
the departure of Thomas Chaucer into France, upon the 
Kynges Ambaffate.”. A Poem, with this title, is extant 
in Mf. Harl. 367. 33. in the hand-writing of J. Stowe, but 
upon infpection I found it to be a mere love-ballad, with- 
eut the leaft imaginable reference to Thomas Chaucer. 
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which may be collected from his writings, have been 
taken notice of already; and perhaps a more attentive 
examination of his works might furnifh a few more. 
Ve mutt be cautious however, in fuch an examination, 
ot fuppofing allufions which Chaucer never intended, 
or of arguing from pieces which he never wrote, as if 
they were his. We mutt not infer from his repeated 
commendations of the Dayfie-flower, that he was 
{pecially favoured by Margaret, Countefs of Pem- 
broke (vz); and {lill lefs thould we fet him down as; 
Sollower 
(a) I can find no other foundation for this notion. Mr. 
Spegnt, who frit ftarted it, fays, that “ i may appeare in 
civers treatifes by him written: as ay the Prologue of the 
Legend of good women under the name of the Dayfie; and 


) 


¢ in &@ Ballad, beginning, Ix the feafon of Feverier.” 
he Ballad is among the additions made by John Stowe to 
Cha works in 1561, and, like the greateft. part. of 
ole additions, is of very dubious authority, to ufe the 
gentielt terms. But fuppofing it genuine, there is nothing 


§ 
to make us believe that it had any reference to the 
Countels of Pembroke. That its commendations of the 
Dayfic ought not to weigh with us is very plain from the 
other piece cited by Mr. Speght: for the Legende of good 
“women, in which he lmagines * the Lady Margaret to be 
honoured under the name of the Dayfie,” was certainly not 
. written till at leaft twelve years after that Lady’s death, [Sée 
( the Ditcourfe, &c. n. 3. for the date of the Legende. The 
| 


Countcis Margaret mutt have died not later than 1370, as 


the Earl’s fon, by his fecond wite Anne, was about nineteen 
years of age, when he was killed ina tournament In 1391, 
471.} It is poflible that le dit de ig fleur de 
hs et de la Marguerite by Guillaume de Machaut { Acad, 
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follower of Alain Chartier (x), becaufe his Editors have 
falfely 
des Inic. t. xx. p. 381.], and the Dittié de Ia flour de la 
Margherite by Froifart [Ibid. t. x. p- 669.], (neither of 
which had the leaft relation to the Countefs of Pembrok ¢,) 
might furnifh us-with the true key to thofe myftical com- 
pliments, which our poet has paid to the Dayfie-flower. 

(z) Leland was the firft author of this {tory, which is 
totally inconfiftent with Chronology. The time of Alain’s 
birth has not been fettled with precifion ; but he was certainly 
living near go years after Chaucer’s death; which makes it 
morally impoffible that the latter thould have followed him, 
in his attempts to polith his native language. Inftead 
therefore of {uppofing from the tranflation of La belle danie 
Jans mercie that Chaucer imitated Alain Chartier, we 
fhould rather conclude, that he was not the author of that 
tranflation; which indeed in Mf. Harl, 372. is exprefsly 
attributed to a Sir Richard Ros. 

{ will juft take notice of another opinion, (which has 
been propagated upon as little foundation,) that Chaucer 
imitated the Provengal poets. Mr. Rymer, who, I: be- 
lieve, firft made the difcovery, fpeaks only of his having 
borrowed from their Jauguage [ View of Trag. p. 78.], but 
Mr. Dryden found out, that he compoled after their man- 
mer, particularly his tale of rhe Flower and the Leaf. (Pref, 
to Fables.]. Mr. Warton alfo thinks, that the Houfe of 
Fame “ was originally a Proyencial compofition.” f Hift, 
of Eng. Po. p. 389. 458.] 

How far Chaucer’s language was b rrowed, has been 
confidered already, in the Ejfay, &c. Parti. I will only 
add here, that I have not obferved in any of his Writings a 
fingle phrafe or word, which has the leaft appearance of 
having been fetched by him from the South of the 
With refpeét to the manner and matter of his compotitions, 
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falfely afcribed to him a tranflation of one of Alain’s 
poems. 


till fome clear inftance of imitation be produced, I fhall be 
flow to believe that in either he ever copied the poets of 


Provence, with whofe works, I apprehend, he had’ very 
little, if any, acquaintance. 
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Pag. Ver, pina DE aa Ay 
S$. 194. 7. of iat 
12. 296. r. Twenty bokes clothed in. | 
36. 383. r. tart and. 

28, 699. r. Thatte Seint Peter, 
31-758. r. And of manhood him lacked righte naught, 
40. 999. Dele eke. 
$7- 1441. for nere, r. ner. 
60, 15t2. for O May, r. Maye. 
66. 1678. x, daweth. 
FO. 1769. r. thoughte, 
71. 1801, r. Who maye bena fool, but if he love > 
76. 1933. r. Feftes, inftrumentes, and c, 
F7e 1952. for lifteth, r. lifte, 
36, 2182. for her, r. hir. 
114. 2930. r, Nimphes, Faunes, and, 
154- 3921- for flent, r. flont, 
172. 4406. r. rote alle, 
181. 4.629. for bim, r. bem] 
189. 4824. r. Butte this Scorpion. 
190. 4829. r. with alle joye, 
4834. r. Soudanneffe. 
392. 4877. r. That onlyworthy were for, 
3197- 5004. for wile, r. while. 
268. 6778. r. befineffe, 
6788. a full point after repreve, 
274. 6937. Yr. retenue. : 
Pag. Ver. VOL If, 
65.. 9409. r. waftour. 
66. 9434. acommaafter man. 
8g. 10028, r, That no wight might him {ee neyther yhere, 
94 10168. r. were riche, 
¥07. yosor. for dim, r. bem. 
1¥2. 10628, a comma after fre, 
148. 11562, for froftes r. frofte. 
11563. for han r. hath. 
¥93» 12706, r. No lenger than after dethe, 
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13. 142c0 r. Goth, bringeth forthe the y. 
27- 14520. r. Thatte his peines. 
2. 14646. r. fore him. 
8. 35304. for cerees, r. certess 
7+ 15783. for dare, r. bere. 
$4. 15932. r. Woldeft thou that I reneye innocence 
229. 17076. r. difport, 
140. 137378, f.. for, 
320, 1. 16. 1. treatife. 
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43-1. 14. after other, infert tmdeclinable. 
55-1. g. for pnéncean r, J pencéan, 
G&t..J. 76, x. Map I’ cfiref}. 
I Ig. r. perce’d. 
306. 1. 16. r. Naverre. 
Ys 1h T. original, 
lL 4. 3, ophatever 
O. Te does. 
- peault. Deie “ Drayton and.”? See pag. 269. n.® 
24 ard 25. for and, r. et. 
se Ehook: bellatri¢ i. 
16. Dele the words in the Parenthefis, 
56. 1. 23. for one and thirty, r, nine and twenty, 
289. 1. 3+ after J. infert W, 
2094, } 


- 16. r. breibren, 
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THE PROLOGUE 


WHANNE that April with his fhoures fote 
The droughte of March hath perced to the rote, 
And bathed evéry veine in fwiche licour, 

Of whiche vertue' enigendred is the flour ; 

Whan Zephirus eke with his fote brethe 
Enfpired hath in every holt and hethe 

‘The tendre croppes, and the yonge fonne : 
Hath in the Ram his halfe cours yronne, 
And finale foules maken melodie, 

That flepen alle night with open eye, 1g 

So priketh hem nature in hir corages ; 


oO 


d\nd palmeres for to feken ftrange ftrondes, 


Than longen folk to gon on pilgrimages, 


To ferve halwes couthe in fondry londes 3 

And fpecially, from every fhires ende 

Of Englelond, to Canterbury they wende, 

The holy blisful martyr for to feke, 

That hem hath holpen, whan that they were eke, 
Befelle, that, in that fefon on a day, 

In Southwerk at the Tabard ag I lay, 2 
Vor, b B Redy 
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Redy to wenden on my pilgrimage 
To Canterbury with devoute corage, 


aaa rE he ‘eh lve 
ent was come into that hoftelrie 


Of fondry folk, by aventure yfalle 


, : nt Leven ee tere TE Pe | 
», and pilerimes were they alle 


That toward Canterbu; ry wolden ride 


{tal 


ables weren wide, 
And wel we weren efed atte befte. 


1 1 
The chambres and the f{ 


And fhortly Ys W han the fonne was gon to refte, 30 


Lv 


So hadde I fpoken with hem eyerich on, 
That I was of hir felay v{hip anon, 


And made favened ek Fa os 
Anda made forword erly for to rife, 
7 


To take oure w: ay ther as [ you devife 


& natheles ae A nae 
But Pn while T have time and fpace 


Hi > 


And whiche they weren, i of what degre; 46 
t araie that they were inne: 
ht than wol I firfte beginne. 


A KNIGHT ther was, and that a worthy man, 
That fro the time that he firfte began 
To riden out, he Koved chevalrie 
2 


‘‘Trouthe 


THE PROLOGUE. 


Trouthe and honour, fredom and curtefie. 
Ful worthy was he in his lordes werre, 
And therto hadde he ridden, no man ferre, 
As wel in Criftendom as in Hethenefle, 
And ever honoured for his worthineffe. 

At Alifandre he was whan it was wonne. 
Ful often time he hadde the bord begonne 
Aboven alle nations in Pruce. 

In Lettowe hadde he reyfed and in Ruce, 

No criften man fo ofte of his degre. 

In Gernade at the fiege eke hadde he be 

Of Algefir, and ridden in Belmarie. 

At Leyes was he, and at Satalie, 

Whan they were wonne ; and in the Grete fee 
At many a noble armee hadde he be. 

At mortal. batailles hadde he ben fiftene, 

And foughten for our faith at Tramiffene 

In liftes thries, and ay flain his fo. 

This ilke worthy knight hadde ben alfo 

Somtime with the lord of Palatie, 

Agen another hethen in Turkie : 

And evermore he hadde a fovereine pris. 
And though that he was worthy he was wife, 
And of his port as meke as is a mayde, 

He never yet no vilanie ne fayde 

In alle his lif, unto no manere wight. 
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4 THE PROLOGUE, 


He was a véray parfit gentil knight. 
But for to tellen you of his araie, 
His hors was good, but he ne was not gai¢. 
Of fuftian he wered a gipon, 
Alle befmotred with his habergeon, 
For he was late ycome fro his viage, 
And wente for to don his pilgrimage. 


Wirx him ther was his fone a yonge SquiER, 
A lover, and a lufty bacheler, Ye) 
With lockes crull as they were laide in preffe. 
Of twenty yere of age he was I geffe. 
Of his ftature he was of even lengthe, 
And wonderly deliver, and grete of ftrengthe, 
And he hadde be fomtime in chevachie, 
In Flaundres, in Artois, and in Picardie, 
And borne him wel, as of fo litel fpace, 
In hope to {tonden in his ladies grace. 
| Embrouded was he, as it were a mede 
| Alle ful of fresfhe floures, white and rede. Qo 
| Singing he was, or floyting alle the day, 
{ He was as fresfhe, as is the moneth of May. 
Short was his goune, with fleves long and wide, 
Wel coude.he fitte on hors, and fayre ride. 
He coude fonges make, and wel endite, 
Jufte and eke dance, and wel pourtraic and write. 


Se 
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So hote he loved, that by nightertale 

He flep no more than doth the nightingale, 
Curteis he was, lowly, and fervifable, 

And carf before his fader at the table. 


A Yeman hadde he, and fervantes no mo 
At that time, for him lufte to ride fo; 

And he was cladde in cote and hode of grene. 
A fhefe of peacock arwes bright and kene 
Under his belt he bare ful thriftily. 

Wel coude he drefle his takel yemanly : 

His arwes drouped not with fetheres lowe. 
And in his hond he bare a mighty bowe. 

A not-hed hadde he, with a broune vifage. 
Of wood-craft coude he wel alle the ufage. 
Upon his arme he bare a gaie bracer, 

And by his fide a fwerd and a bokeler, 

find on that other fide a gaie daggere, 
Harneifed wel, and fharpe as point of {pere : 
A Criftofre on his breft of filver fhene. 

An horne he bare, the baudrik was of grene. 
A forfter was he fothely as I geffe. 


THER was alfo a Nonne, a PrioreEssE, 
That of hire {miling was ful fimple and coy ; 
Hire greteft othe n’as but by Seint Eloy; 
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And fhe was cleped madame Eglentine. 
Ful wel fhe fange the fervice devine, 
Entuned in hire nofe ful fwetely ; 

And Frenche fhe fpake ful fayre and fetifly, 

After the {cole of Stratford atte bowe, 

For Frenche of Paris was to hire unknows. 

At mete was fhe wel ytaughte withalle ; 

She lette no morfel from hire lippes falle, 

Ne wette hire fingres in hire fauce depe. 

Wel coude fhe carie a morfel, and wel kepe, 130 
Thatte no drope ne fell upon hire breft. 

In curtefie was fette ful moche hire left. 

Hire over lippe wiped the fo clene, 

That in hire cuppe was no ferthing fene 

Of grefe, whan fhe dronken hadde hire draught. 
Ful femely after hire mete fhe raught. 

And fikerly fhe was of grete difport, 

And ful plefant, and amiable of port, 

And peined hire to contrefeten chere 

Of court, and ben eftatelich of manere, 14 
And to ben holden digne of reverence. 

But for to {peken of hire confcience, 

She was fo charitable and fo pitous, 

She wolde wepe if that fhe faw a mous 

Caughte in a trappe, if it were ded or bledde. 

Of fmale houndes hadde fhe, that fhe fedde 
3 With 
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With rofted flefh, and milk, and waftel brede. 
But fore wept fhe if on of hem were dede, 
Or if men fmote it with a yerde {mert: 
And all was confcience and tendre herte. 150 
Ful femely hire wimple ypinched was; 
Hire nofe tretis ; hire eyen grey as glas; 
Hire mouth ful fmale, and therto foft and red; 
But fikerly fhe hadde a fayre forehed, 
Tt was almoft a {panne brode I trowe; 
For hardily fhe was not undergrowe. 
Ful fetife was hire cloke, as I was ware. 
Of {male corall aboute hire arm fhe bare 
A pair of bedes, gauded all with grene ; 
And theron heng a broche of gold ful fhene, 160 
On whiche was firft ywriten a crouned A, 
And after, Amor vincit omnia, 
Another NonneE alfo with hire hadde fhe, 
That was hire chapelleine, and PREEsTEs thre, 


A Monk ther was, a fayre for the marftrie, 
An out-rider, that loyed venerie 3 
A manly man, to ben an abbot able. 
Ful many a deinte hors hadde he in ftable : 
And whan he rode, men mighte his bridel here 
Gingeling in a whiftling wind as clere, 170 
And eke as loude, as doth the chapel! belle, 
B 4 Ther 
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3 THE’PROLO GY E. 


Ther as this lord was’ keper of 'the celle. 

The reule of feint Mauré and of feint Benet; 
Beca ufe t that it was olde and fomdeleé ftreit, *: 
This ilke monk lette‘olde thinges pace; 

And held after the newe world ‘the trace. 
He yave not of the text a pulled hen, 


That faith, that hunters ben not holy men}; 

Ne that a monk, whan’ he is rekkeles; 

Ys like to a fifh that is waterles 180 
This is to fay; amonk out of his cloiftre. 

‘This ilke text held he not worth an oiftre. 

And | fay his opinion was good, 

What fhulde he ftudie, and make himfelveni wood, 
Upon a book in cloiftre alway to’ pore, 

Or fwinken with his hondes, and laboure, 

As Auftin bit? how thal the world be ferved 3 
Let Auftin have his fwink to him referved, 


Therfore he was a prickafoure a right ; 
Greihoundes he hadde as fwift as foul of flight ; 199 
Of pricking and of hunting for'the hare 

| Was all his luft, for no coft wolde he fpare, 

I faw his {leves purfiled at the hond 

With gris, and that the fineft of the load, 

And for to faftén his hood under his chinne, 

He hadde of gold ywrought a curious pinne : 

A love-knotte in the greter ende ther was, 

Elis hed was balled, and fhone as any glas, 
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And eke his face, as it hadde*ben’ anoint, 

He was a lord ful fat and in good point. 200 
His eyen ftepe, and rolling in his hed, 

That ftemed as a forneis of a led. 

His bootes fouple, his hors in gret eftat, 

Now certainly he was a fayre prelat. 

He was not pale as a forpined goft. 

A fat fwan loved he beft of any roft. 

His palfrey was as broune as is a bery. 


A FRERE ther was, a wanton and a mery, | 
A Limitour, a ful folempne man. | 
In all the ordres foure is non that can 210 
So moche of daliance and fayre langage. 

He hadde ymade ful many a mariage 

Of yonge wimmen, at his owen coft. 

Until his ordre he was a noble poft. 

Ful wel beloved, and familier was he 

With frankeleins over all in his centree, 

And eke with worthy wimmen of the toun : 

For he had power of confeffion, 

As faide himfelfe, more than a curat, 

For of his ordre he was licenciat. 222 
Ful fwetely herde he confeffion, 
And plefant was his abfolution. 

He was an efy man to give penance, 
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10 THE PROLOGUE. 


Ther as he wifte to han a good pitance : 


¥or unto a poure ordre for to give 


Is figne that a man is wel yfhrive. 
For if he gave, he dorfte make avant, 
He wifte that a man was repentant. 
For many aman fo hard is of his herte, 
He may not wepe although him fore {merte. 
Therfore in ftede of weping and praieres, 
Men mote give filver to the poure freres, 
His tippet was ay farfed ful of knives, 
And pinnes, for to given fayre wives, 
And certainly he hadde a mery note, 
Wel coude he finge and plaien on a rote, 
Of yeddinges he bare utterly the. pris, 
His nekke was white as the flour de lis, 
Therto he ftrong was as a champioun, 
And knew wel the tavernes in eyery toun, 
And every hofteler and gay tapftere, 
Better than a lazar or a beggere, | 
For unto fwiche a worthy man as he 
Accordeth nought, as by his faculte, 
To haven with fike lazars acquaintance. 
It is not honeft, it may not avance, 
As for to delen with no fwiche pouraille, 
But all with riche, and fellers of vitaille. 
And over all, ther as profit fhuld arife, 


23 


249 


Curteis 


THE PROLOGUE. 


Curteis he was, and lowly of fervife. 250 
Ther n’as no man no wher fo vertuous, 

He was the befte begger in all his hous: 

And gave a certaine ferme for the grant, 

Non of his bretheren came in his haunt.. 

For though a widewe hadde but a fhoo, 

(So plefant was his /n principio) 

Yet wold he have a ferthing or he went. 

His pourchas was wel better than his rent. 

And rage he coude as it hadde ben a whelp, 

In lovedayes, ther coude he mochel help, 260 
For ther was he nat like a cloifterere, 

With thredbare cope, as is a poure {colere, 

But he was like a maifter or a pope. 

Of double worfted was his femicope, 

That round was as a belle out of the preffe. 

“ Somwhat he lifped for his wantonneffe, 

To make his Englifh fwete upon his tonge 5 

And in his harping, whan that he hadde fonge, 

His eyen.twinkeled in his hed aright, 

As don the fterres in a frofty night. 270 
This worthy limitour was cleped Huberd. 


A Marcuant was ther with a forked berd, 
In mottelee, and highe on hors he fat, 


And on his hed’a Flaundrifh bever hat. 


His 
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His bootes clapfed fayre and fetifly. 

His refons fpake he ful folempnely, 

Souning alway the encrefe of his winning. 
He wold the fee were kept for any thing 
Betwixen Middelburgh and Orewell. 

Wel coud he in efchanges fheldes felle. 280 
This worthy man ful wel his wit befette s 
Ther wite no wight that he was in dette, 
So ftedefaftly didde he his governance, 

With his bargeines, and with his chevifance, 
Forfothe he was a worthy man withalle, 

But foth to fayn, J n’ot how men him calle, 
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A CuiERXK ther was of Oxenforde alfo, 
‘That unto logike hadde long ygo. 
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As lene was his hors as is a rake, 
And he was not right fat, I undertake s 290 
But loked holwe, and therto foberly, 
Ful thredbare was his overeft courtepy, 
For he hadde geten him yet no benefice, 
Ne was nought worldly to have an office. 
te Yor him was lever han at his beddes hed 
clothtd A twenty bokes, cladde in blake or red, 
* Of Ariftotle, and his philofophie, 

‘Than robes riche, or fidel, or fautrie, 

But all be that he was a philofophre, 


THE PROLOGUE, 


Yet hadde he but litel gold in cofre, 300 
But all that he might of his frendes hente, 

On bokes and on lerning he it fpente, 

And befily gan for the foules praie 

Of hem, that yave him wherwith to fcolaie, 

Of ftudie toke he mofte cure and hede, 

Not a word fpake he more’ than was nede ; 

And that was faid in forme and reverence, 

And fhort and quike, and ful of high fentence. 
Souning in moral vertue was his fpeche, 


And gladly wolde he lerne, and gladly teche, 310 


A SERGEANT OF THE LAWE ware and wile, 
That often hadde yben at the paruis, 
Ther was alfo, ful riche of excellence, 
Difcrete he was, and of egret reverence : 
He femed fwiche, his wordes were fo wife. 
Juftice he was ful often in affife, 
By patent, and by pleine commiffioun; 
For his fcience, and for his high renoun, 
Of fees and robes had he many on, 
So grete a pourchafour was no wher non. 320 
All was fee fimple to him in effea, 
His pourchafing might not ben in fufpeét. 
No wher fo befy a man as he ther n’as, 
And yet he femed befier than he was. 
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14 THE PROLOGUE. 


Tn termes hadde he cas and domes alle, 

That fro the time of king Will. weren falle. 
Therto he coude endite, and make a thing, 

‘Ther coude no wight pinche at his writing. 

And every ftatute coude he plaine by rote. 

He rode but homely in a medlee cote, 330 
Girt with a feint of filk, with barres fmale 5 

Of his array tell I no lenger tale. 


A FRANKELEIN was in this compagnie : 
White was his berd, as is the dayefie. 
Of his complexion he was fanguin. 
Wel loved he by the morwe a fop in win, 
To liven in delit was ever his wone, 
For he was Epicures owen fone, 
That held opinion, that plein delit 
Was veraily felicite parfite. 340 
An houfholder, and that a grete was he; 
Seint Julian he was in his contree. 
His brede, his ale, was alway after on ; 
A better envyned man was no wher non. 
Withouten bake mete never was his hous, 
Of fifh and flefh, and that fo plenteous, 
It fnewed in his hous ‘of mete and drinke, 
Of alle deintees that men coud of thinke. 
After the fondry fefons of the yere, 
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So changed he his mete and his foupere. © 350 
Ful many a fat partrich hadde he in mewe, 
| And many a breme, and many a luce in ftewe, 
Wo was his coke, but if his fauce were 
Poinant and fharpe, and redy all his gere. 
His table dormant in his halle alway 
Stode redy covered alle the longe day. 
At feffions ther was he lord and fire. 
Ful often time he was knight of the fhire. 
An anelace and a gipciere all of filk, | 
Heng at his girdel, white as morwe milk. 360 
A fhereve hadde he ben, and a countour. 
Was no wher fwiche a worthy vavafour. 


An HABERDASHER, and a CARPENTER, 
A WEBBE, 2 DEYER, and a TAPISER, 
Were alle yclothed in o livere, 
Of a folempne and grete fraternite. 
Ful frefhe and newe hir gere ypiked was. 
Hir knives were ychaped not. with bras, 
But all with filver, wrought ful clene and wel, 
Hir girdeles and hir pouches every del. 390 
Wel femed eche of hem a fayre burgeis, 
To fitten ina gild halle, on the deis. 
Everich for the wifdom that he can, 
Was fhapelich for to ben an alderman. 
| For 
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16 THE PROLOGUE, 


For catel hadden they ynough. and ‘tent,’ 

And eke hir wives wolde.it wel, affent ; 

And elles certainly they were to blame. 

Tt is ful fayre to ben ycleped madame, 

And for to gon to wigiles all before, 

And have a mantel reallich ybore, 380 
A Coke. they hadden with hem for the nones, 

To boile the chikenes and the marie bones, 

And poudre marchant, and tart galingale.. 

Wel coude he knowe a draught of London ale. 

He coude. rofte, and fethe, and broile, and frie, 

Maken mortrewes, and wel bake a pie. 

But gret harm was it, as it thoughte me, 

That on his fhinne a mormal hadde he, 

for blanc manger that made he with the beft. 


A SHIPMAN was ther, woned fer by Weft: 390 
For ought I wote, he was of Dertemouth, 
He rode upon a rouncie, as he couthe, 
All in a goune of falding to the knee. 
A dagger hanging by a ies hadde hee 
About his nekke under his arm adoun. 
The hote fommer hadde made his hewe al broun. 
And certainly he was a good felaw. 
Ful many a draught of win he hadde draw 


From 
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From Burdeux ward, while that the chapmen flepe. 
Of nice confcience toke he no kepe. 409 
If that he faught, and hadde the higher hand, 

By water he fent hem home to every land. 

But of his craft to reken wel his tides, 

His ftremes and his ftrandes him befides, 

His herberwe, his mone, and his lodemanage, 

Ther was non {wiche, from Hull unto Cartage. 
Hardy he was, and wife, I undertake : 

With many a tempeft hadde his berd be fhake. 

He knew wel alle the havens, as they were, 

Fro Gotland, to the Cape de finiftere, 410 
And every creke in Bretagne and in Spaine : 

His barge ycleped was the Magdelaine. 


WiTH us ther was a DocTour or Prisixe, 

Jn. all this world ne was ther non him like 

To fpeke of phifike, and of furgerie : 

For he was grounded in aftronomie. — 

He kept his patient a ful gret del 

In houres by his magike naturel, 

Wel coude he fortunen the afcendent 

Of his images for his patient. 420 
He knew the caufe of every maladie, 

Were it of cold, or hote, or moift, or drie, 

And wher engendred, and of what humour, 
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13 THE PROLOGUW.E. 


He was a veray parfite practifour. 
The caufe yknowe, and of his harm the rote, 
Anon he gave to the fike man his bote, 


NON TG OES, eo 
Ser 


Ful redy hadde he his apothecaries 


To fend him dragges, and his lettuaries, 

For éche of hem made other for to winne : 

Hir frendfhip n’as not newe to beginne, 439 
Wel knew he the old Efculapius, 

And Diofcorides, and eke Rufus ; 

Old Hippocras, Hali, and Gallien; 

Serapion, Rafis, and Avicen 5 

Averrois, Damafcene, and Conftantin $ 

Bernard and Gatifden, and Gilbertin. 

Of his diete mefurable was he, 
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For it was of no fuperfluitee, 

But of gret nourifhing, and digeftible. 

His ftudie was but litel on the Bible. 440 
In fanguin and in perfe he clad was alle 

Lined with taffata, and with fendalle. 

And yet he was but efy of difpence: 

He kepte that he wan in the peftilence. 

For gold in phifike is a cordial ; 

Thertore he loved gold in fpecial. 


A good wir was ther oF befide BATHE, 
But fhe was fom del defe, and that was fcathe. 
Of 


» 
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Of cloth making fhe hadde fwiche an haunt, 
She paffed hem of Ipres, and of Gaunt. 

In all the parifh wif ne was ther non, 

That to the offring before hire fhulde gon, 
And if ther did, certain fo wroth was fhe, 
That fhe was out of alle charitee. 

Hire coverchiefs weren ful fine of ground ; 

I dorfte fwere, they weyeden a pound ; 

That on the Sonday were upon hire hede, 
Hire hofen weren of fine fcarlet rede, 


450 


Ful ftreite yteyed, and fhoon ful moift and newe. 


Bold was hire face, and fayre and rede of hew. 460 


She was a worthy woman all hite live, 


Houfbondes at the chirche dore had fhe had five, 


Withouten other compagnie in youthe. 
But therof nedeth not to {peke as nouthe. 
And thries hadde fhe ben at Jerufaleme. 
She hadde ‘paffed many a {trange ftreme, 
At Rome fhe hadde ben, and at Boloine, 
In Galice at Seint Jaines, and at Coloine. 
She coude moche of wandring by the way. 
Gat-tothed was fhe, fothly for to fay. 
Upon an ambler efily fhe fat, 

Ywimpled wel, and on hire hede an hat, 
As brode as isa bokeler, or a targe. 

A fote mantel about hire hippes large, 
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20 THE PROLOGUE. 


And on hire fete a pair of fporres fharpe. 

In felawfhip wel coude fhe laughe and carpe 
Of remedies of love fhe knew parchance, 
For of that arte fhe coude the olde dance. 


A good man ther was of religioun, 
That was a poure PERSONE of a toun: 480 
But riche he was of holy thought and werk. 
He was alfo a lerned man, a clerk, 
That Criftes gofpel trewely wolde preche. 
His parifhens devoutly wolde he teche. 
Benigne he was, and wonder diligent, 
And in adverfite ful patient : 
And fwiche he was ypreved often fithes. 
Ful Ioth were him to curfen for his tithes, 
But rather wolde he yeven out of doute, 
Unto his poure parifhens aboute, 490 
Of his offring, and eke of his fubttance. 
He coude in litel thing have fuffifance. 
Wide was his parifh, and houfes fer afonder, 
But he ne left nought for no rain ne thonder, 
In fikeneffe and in mifchief to vifite 
The ferreft in his parifh, moche and lite, 
Upon his fete, and in his hand a flaf. 
This noble enfample to his fhepe he yaf, 


That firft he wrought, and afterward he taught. 
Out 
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Out of the gofpel he the wordes caught, 500 
And this figure he added yet therto, 
That if gold rufte, what fhuld iren do ? 
For if a preeft be foule, on whom we truft, 
No wonder is a lewed man to ruft: 
And fhame it is, if that a preeft take kepe, 
To fee a fhitten fhepherd, and clene fhepe : 
Wel ought a preeft enfample for to yeve, 
By his ‘clenenefle, how his fhepe fhulde live, 
He fette not his benefice to hire, 
And lette his thepe acombred in the mire, 510 
And ran unto London, unto Seint Poules, 
‘To feken him a chanterie for foules, 
Or with a brotherhede to be withold: 
But dwelt at home, and kepte wel his fold, 
So that the wolf ne made it not mifcarie, 
He was a fhepherd, and no mercenarie. 
And though he holy were, and yertuous, 
He was to finful men not difpitous, 7 
Ne of his fpeche dangerous ne digne, 
But in his teching difcrete and benigne. 520 
To drawen folk to heven, with faireneffe, 
By good enfample, was his befineffe : 
But it were any perfone obftinat. 
What fo he were of highe, or low eftat, 
Him wolde he {nibben fharply for the nones. 
Os A bet- 
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22 THE PROLOGUE. 


A better preeft I trowe that no wher non is, 

He waited after no pompe ne reverence, 

Ne maked him no fpiced confcience, 

But Criftes lore, and his apoftles twelve, , 
He taught, but firft he folwed it himfelve. 530 


Wits him ther was a PLlowMAN, was his bro- 
ther, 
That hadde ylaid of dong ful many a fother, 
A trewe fwinker, and a good was he, 
Living in pees, and parfite charitee. 
God loved he befte with alle his herte 
At alle times, were it gain or fmerte, 
And than his neighebour right as himfelve. 
He wolde threfh, and therto dike, and delve, 
For Criftes fake, for every poure wight, 
Withouten hire, if it lay in his might. 540 
His tithes paied he ful fayre and wel 
Both of his propre fwinke, and his catel, 
Jn a tabard he rode upon a mere, 
Ther was alfo a reve, and a millere, 
A fompnour, and a pardoner alfo, 
A manciple, and myfelf, ther n’ere no mo, 


Tue MILuer was a ftout carl for the nones, 
Ful bigge he was of braun, and eke of bones ; 


That 


THE PROLOGUE. 


That proved wel, for over all ther he came, 

At wraftling he wold bere away the ram. 550 
He was fhort fhuldered brode, a thikke gnarre, 
Ther n’as no dore, that he n’olde heve of barre, 

Or breke it at a renning with his hede, 

His berd as any fowe or fox was rede, 

And therto brode, as though it were a fpade. 

Upon the cop right of his nofe he hade 

A wert, and theron ftode a tufte of heres, 

Rede as the briftles of a fowes eres. 

His nofe-thirles blacke were and wide. 

A fwerd and bokeler bare he by his fide. 560 
His mouth as wide was as a forneis. 

He was a jangler, and a goliardeis, 

And that was moft of finne, and harlotries. 

Wel coude he ftelen corne, and tollen thries. 

And yet he had a thomb of gold parde. 

A white cote and a blew hode wered he. 

A baggepipe wel coude he blowe and foune, 

And therwithall he brought us out of toune. 


A gentil MancipLe was ther of a temple, 
Of which achatours mighten take enfemple 570 
For to ben wife in bying of vitaille. 
For whether that he paide, or toke by taille, 
Algate he waited fo in his achate, 
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24 THE PROLOGUE. 


That he was ay before in good eftate. 
Now is not that of God a ful fayre grace, 
‘That fwiche a lewed mannes wit {hal pace 
The wifdom of an hepe of lered men ? 
Of maifters had he mo than thries ten, 
That were of lawe expert and curious : 
Of which ther was a dofeinin that hous, 580 
Worthy to ben ftewardes of rent and lond 
Of any lord that is in Englelond, 
To maken him live by his propre good, 
In honour riaewe but if he were wood, 
Or] live as fcarfly, as him lift defire ; 
And able for to helpen all a fhire 
[In any cas that mighte fallen or happes 
And yet this manciple fette hir aller cappe, 


Tue Reve was a {lendre colerike man, 

His berd was fhave as neighe as ever he can, 59° 
His here was by his eres round yfhorne. 

tis top was docked like a preeft beforne, 
Ful longe were his legges, and ful lene, 
Ylike a ftaff, ther Was no calf yfene, 
Wel coude he kepe a garner and a binne: 

Ther was non auditour coude.on him winne, 
Wel wifte he by the drought, and by the rain, 
‘The yelding of his feed, and of his grain, 


His 


THE PROLOGUE. 


His lordes fhepe, his nete, and his deirie, 


His fwine, his hors, his ftore, and his pultrie, 600 


Were holly in this reves governing, 

And by his covenant yave he rekening, 

Sin that his lord was twenty yere of age ;_ 
Ther coude no man bring him in arerage. 
‘Ther n’as baillif, ne herde, ne other hine, 
That he ne knew his fleight and his covine: 
They were adradde of him, as of the deth. 
His wonning was ful fayre upon an heth, 
With grene trees yfhadewed was his place. 
He coude better than his lord pourchace, 
Ful riche he was yftored privily. 

His lord wel coude he plefen fubtilly, 

To yeve and lene him of his owen good, 
And have a thank, and yet a cote and hood. 
In youthe he lerned hadde a good miftere. 
He was a wel good wright, a carpentere, 
This reve fate upon a right good ftot, 

That was all pomelee grey, and highte Scot. 
A long furcote of perfe upon he hade, 

And by his fide he bare a rufty blade, 

Of Norfolk was this reve, of which I tell, 
Befide a toun, men clepen Baldefwell. 
Tucked he was, as is a frere aboute, 

And ever he rode the hindereft of the route. 
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26 THE PROLOGWJWE: 


A Sompnour was ther with us in that place, 
That hadde a fire-red cherubinnes face, 
For faufefleme he was, with eyen narwe. 
As hote he was, and likerous as a fparwe, 
With fcalled browes blake, and pilled berd: 
Of his vifage children were fore aferd. 630 
Ther n’as quikfilver, litarge, ne brimfton, 
Boras, cerufe, ne oile of tartre non, 
Ne oinement that wolde clenfe or bite, 
That him might helpen of his whelkes white, 
Ne of the knobbes fitting on his chekes. 
Wel loved he garlike, onions, and lekes, 
And for to drinke ftrong win as rede as blood. 
‘Than wolde he fpeke, and crie as he were wood, 
And whan that he wel dronken had the win, 
‘Than wold he fpeken no word but Latin. 640 
A fewe termes coude he, two or three, 
‘That he had lerned out of fom decree; 
No wonder is, he herd it all the day. 
And eke ye knowen wel, how that a jay 
Can clepen watte, as wel as can the pope. 
But who fo wolde in other thing him grope, 
Than hadde he {pent all his philofophie, 
Ay, Queftio quid juris, wolde he crie. 
He was a gentil harlot and a kind ;. 
A better felaw fhulde a man not find, 


THE PROLOGUE. 


He wolde fuffre for a quart of wine, 
A good felaw to have his concubine 
A twelve month, and excufe him at the full, 
Ful prively a finch eke coude he pull. 
And if he found o where a good felawe, 
He wolde techen him to have non awe 
In fwiche a cas of the archedekenes curfe ¢ 
But if a mannes foule were in his purfe ; 
For in his purfe he fhulde ypunifhed be. 
Purfe is the archedekens helle, faid he. 
But wel I wote, he lied right in dede : 
Of curfing ought eche gilty man him drede. 
For curfe wol fle right as affoiling faveth, 
And alfo ware him of a fignificavit. 

In danger hadde he at his owen gife 
The yonge girles of the diocife, 
And knew hir confeil, and was of hir rede. 
A gerlond hadde he fette upon his hede, 
As gret as it were for an aleftake: 
A bokeler hadde he made him of a cake. 


WirTH him ther rode a gentil PARDONERE 


Of Rouncevall, his frend and his compere, 


660 


670 


That ftreit was comen from the court of Rome. 


Ful loude he fang, Come hither, love, to me. 
This fompnour bare to him a ftiff burdoun, 
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28 FHE PROLOGUE. 


Was never trompe of half fo gret a foun. 
This pardoner had here as yelwe as wax, 
But fmoth it heng, as doth a ftrike of flax : 
By unces heng his lokkes that he hadde, 
And therwith he his fhulders overfpradde. 680 
Ful thinne it lay, by culpons on and on, 
But hode for jolite, ne wered he non, 
For it was truffed up in his wallet. 
Him thought he rode al of the newe get, 
Difhevele, fauf his cappe, he rode all bare. 
Swiche glaring eyen hadde he, as an hare. 
AA vernicle hadde he fewed upon his cappe. 
His wallet lay beforne him in his lappe, 
Bret-ful of pardon come from Rome al hote, 
A vois he hadde, as fale as hath a gote. 690 
No berd hadde he, ne never non fhulde have, 
Ais {mothe it was as it were newe fhave ; 
I trowe he were a gelding or a mare. 
But of his craft, fro Berwike unto Ware, 
Ne was ther fwiche an other pardonere. 
For in his male he hadde a pilwebere, 
Which, as he faide, was oure ladies veil : 
He faide, he hadde a gobbet of the fey] 
Whiche that feint Peter had, whan that he went 
Upon the fee, till Jefu Crift him hent. 700 


He had a crois of laton ful of ftones, 


And 
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And ina glas he hadde pigges bones. 

But with thefe relikes, whanne that he fond 

A poure perfone dwelling up on lond, 

Upon a day he gat him more moneie 

Than that the perfone gat in monethes twele. 

And thus with fained flattering and japes, 

He made the perfone, and the peple, his apes. 
But trewely to tellen atte laft, 

He was in chirche a noble ecclefiaft. 710 

Wel coude he rede a leffon or a ftorie, 

But alderbeft he fang an offertorie : 

For wel he wifte, whan that fong was fonge, 

He mufte preche, and wel afile his tonge, 

To winne filver, as he right wel coude : 

Therfore he fang the merier and loude. 


Now have I told you fhortly in a claufe, 
Th’eftat, th’araie, the nombre, and eke the caufe 
Why that affembled was this compagnie 
In Southwerk at this gentil hoftelrie, 42.0 
That highte the Tabard, fafte by the Belle. 

But now is time to you for to telle, 
How that we baren us that ilke night, 
Whan we were in that hoftelrie alight. 
And after wol I telle of our viage, 

{nd all the remenant of our pilgrimage. 
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But firfte I praie you of your curtefie, 

That ye ne arette it not my vilanie, 
Though that I plainly fpeke in this matere, 
To tellen you hir wordes and hir chere; 430 
Ne though I fpeke hir wordes proprely, 

For this ye knowen al fo wel as I, 

Who fo jhall telle a tale after a man, 

He mofte reherfe, as neighe as ever he can, 
Everich word, if it be in his charge, 

All fpeke he never fo rudely and fo large ; 

Or elles he mofte tellen his tale untrewe, 

Or feinen thinges, or finden wordes newe. 

He may not fpare, although he were his brother. 


A 


He mofte as wel fayn o word, as an other. 740 
Crift fpake himfelf ful brode in holy writ, 
And wel ye wote no vilanie is it, 
Eke Plato fayeth, who fo can him rede, 
The wordes mofte ben cofin to the dede. 
Alfo I praie you to forgive it me, 
All have I not fette folk in hir degree, 
Here in this tale, as that they fhulden ftonde, 
My wit is fhort, ye may wel underftonde, 
Gret chere made oure hofte us eyerich on, 
And to the fouper fette he us anon: 250 


And ferved us with vitaille of the befte, 


THE PROLOGUJE. 31 


Strong was the win, and wel to drinke us lefte. 

A femely man our hofte was with alle, 

For to han ben a marfhal in an halle. 

A large man he was with eyen ftepe, 

A fairer burgeis is ther non in Chepe: 

Bold of his fpeche, and wife and wel ytaught, 

And of manhood flacked biz right, naught, 

Eke therto was he right a mery man, 

And after fouper plaien he began, 769 
And fpake of mirthe amonges other thinges, 
Whan that we hadden made our rekeninges; 

And faide thus; Now, lordinges, trewely 

Ye ben to me welcome right hertily : 

For by my trouthe, if that I fhal not lie, 

I faw nat this yere fwiche a compagnie 

At ones in this herberwe, as is now. 

Fayn wolde I do you mirthe, and I wifte how. 
And of a mirthe I am right now bethought, 

To don you efe, and it fhall cofte you nought. 77° 
Ye gon to Canterbury ; God you fpede, 

The blisful martyr quite you your mede ; 

And wel I wot, as ye gon by the way, 

Ye fhapen you to talken and to play: 

For trewely comfort ne muthe is non, 

To riden by the way dombe as the fion: 

And therfore wold I maken you difport, 
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32 THE PROLOGUE. 
As I faid erft, and don you fome comfort. 
And if you liketh alle by on affent 
Now for to ftonden at my jugement : 480 
And for to werchen as I fhal you fay 
To-morwe, whan ye riden on the way, 
Now by my faders foule that is ded, 
But ye be mery, fmiteth of my hed. 
Hold up your hondes withouten more fpeche. 
Our confeil was not longe for to feche : 
Us thought it was not worth to make it wife, 
And granted him withouten more avife, 
And bad him fay his verdit, as him lefte. 

Lordinges, (quod he) now herkeneth for the befte 3 
But take it nat, I pray you, in difdain ; 791 
This is the point, to fpeke it plat and plain, 

That eche of you to fhorten with youre way, 
In this viage, fhal tellen tales tway, 

To Canterbury ward, I mene it fo, 

And homeward he fhall tellen other two, 

Of aventures that whilom han befalle. 

And which of you that bereth him beft of alle, 
That is to fayn, that telleth in this cas 

Tales of beft fentence and moft folas, $00 
Shal have a fouper at youre aller coft 

Here in this place fitting by this poft, 

Whan that ye comen agen from Canterbury. 


And 


THE PROLOGUE 
And for to maken you the more mery, 
I wol my felven gladly with you fide, 
Right at. min owen coft, and be your gide. 
And who that wol my jugement withfay, 
Shal pay for alle we fpenden by the way. 
And if ye vouchefauf that it be fo, . 
‘Telle me anon withouten wordes mo, 810 
And I wol erly {hapen me therfore, 

‘This thing was granted, and our othes fwore 
With ful glad herte, and praiden him alfo, 
‘That he wold vouchefauf for to don fo, 
And that he wolde ben our governour, 
And of our tales juge and reportour, 
And fette a fouper at a certain pris ; 
And we wol reuled ben at his devife, 
In highe and lowe ¢ dnd thus by on affent, 
We ben accorded to his jugement. 820 
And therupon the win was fette anon. 
We dronken, and to refte weriten eche on, 
Withouten any lenger tarying. 

AA morwe whan the day began to fpring, 
Up rofe our hofte, and was our aller cok, 
And gaderd us togeder in a flok, 
And forth we riden a litel more than pas, 
Unto the watering of Seint Thomas: - 
And ther our hofte began his hors areft, 
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34 THE PROLOGUE. 


And faide ; lordes, herkeneth if you left. 3.3 
Ye wete your forword, and I it record. 

If even fong and morwe fong accord, 

Let fe now who fhal telle the firfte tale. 

As ever mote I drinken win or ale, | 

Who fo 1s rebel to my jugement, 

Shal pay for alle that by the way is fpent. 

Now draweth cutte, or that ye forther twinne, 

He whieh that hath the fhorteft fhal beginne. 

Sire knight, (quod he) my maifter and my lord, 
Now draweth cutte, for that is min accord, 840 
Cometh nere, (quod he) my lady prioreffe, 

And ye fire clerk, let be your fhamefaftneffe, 
Ne ftudieth nought. lay hand to, every man. 
Anon to drawen every wight began, 
And fhortly for to tellen as it was, 
Were it by aventure, or fort, or cas, 
The fothe is this, the cutte felle on the knight, 
Of which ful blith and glad was every wight ; 
And tell he muft his tale as was refon, 
By forword, and by compofition, 85° 
As ye han herd; what nedeth wordes mo ? 
And whan this good man faw that it was fo, 
As he that wife was and obedient 
To kepe his forword by his free affent, 
He faide; fithen I thal begin this game, 
What, 


THE PROLOGUE. 


What, welcome be the cutte a goddes name, 
Now let us ride, and herkeneth what I fay. 
And with that word we riden forth our way ; 
And he began with right a mery chere, 
His tale anon, and faide as ye fhul here. 860 


THE KNIGHTES TALE. 


WuHIiLomM, as olde ftories tellen us, 
Ther was a duk that highte Thefeus, 
Of Athenes he was lord and governour, 
And in his time fwiche a conquerour, 
That greter was ther non under the fonne. 
Ful many a riche contree had he wonne, 
‘What with his wifdom and his chevalrie, 
He conquerd all the regne of Feminie, 
That whilom was ycleped Scythia ; 
And wedded the fresfhe quene Ipolita, 870 
And brought hire home with him to his contree 
With mochel glorie and gret folempnitee, 
And eke hire yonge fufter Emelie. 
And thus with vi€terie and with melodie 
Let I this worthy duk to Athenes ride, 
And all his hoft, in armes him befide. 
And certes, if it n’ere to long to here, 
I wolde have told you fully the manere, 
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36 THE KNIGHTES FALE, 


How wonnen was the regne of Feminie, 
By Thefeus, and by his chevalrie 5 680 
And of the grete bataille for the nones 
Betwix Athenes and the Amafones-; 
And how afleged was Ipolita 
The faire hardy quene of Scythia ; 
And of the fefte, that was at hire wedding, 
And of the temple at hire home coming. 
But all this thing I mofte as now forbere. 
I have, God wot, a large feld to ere ; 
And weke ben the oxen in my plow. 
The remenant of my tale is long ynows SgO 
1 wil not Jetten eke non of this route. 
Let every felaw telle his tale aboute, 
And let fe now who fhal the fouper winne., 
Ther as I teft, I wil agen beginne. 
This duk, of whom I made mentioun, 
Whan he was comen almoft to the toun, 
In all his wele and in his mofte pride, 
He was ware, as he caft his eye afide, 
Wher that ther kneled in the highe wey 
A compagnie of ladies, twey and twey, 900 
Eche after other, clad in clothes blake : 
But {wiche a crie and fwiche a wo they make, 
That in this world n’is creature living, 
‘That ever herd fwiche another waimenting. 


And 


THE KNIGHTES TALE, 


And of this-crie ne wolde they never ftenten, 
Till they.the reines of his bridel henten. 

What folk be ye that at min home coming 
Perturben fo my fefte with crying ? 
Quod Thefeus; have ye fo grete envie 
Of min honour, that thus complaine and crie? 910 
Or who hath you mifboden, or offended 3 
Do telle me, if that it may be amended ; 
And why ye be thus clothed alle in blake? 

The oldeft lady of hem all than fpake, 
Whan fhe had {wouned with a dedly chere, 
That it was reuthe for to feen and here. 
She fayde ; lord, to whom fortune hath yeven 
. Vidtorie, and as a conquerour to liven, 
Nought greveth us your glorie and your honour $ 
But we befeke you of mercie and focour. 920 
Have mercie on our woe and our diftreffe. 
Som drope of pitee, thurgh thy gentillefle 
Upon us wretched wimmen let now falle. 
For certes, lord, ther n’is non of us alle, 
That fhe n’hath ben a ducheffe or a quene 3 
Now be we caitives, as it is wel fene: 
Thanked be fortune, and hire falfe whele, 
That non eftat enfureth to be wele, 
And certes, lord, to abiden ‘your prefence 
Flere in this temple of the goddefle Clemence 930 
D 3 We 


Set FO OG RS Ni 2 


| 38 THE KNIGHTES TALE, 


We han ben waiting all this fourtenight : 
Now helpe us, lord, fin it heth in thy might, 
I wretched wight, that wepe and waile thus, 
Was whilom wif to king Capaneus, 
That ftarfe at Thebes, curfed be that day ; 
And alle we that ben in this aray, 
And maken all this lamentation, 
We loften alle our hufbondes at that toun, 
While that the fege therabouten lay. 
And yet now the olde Creon, wala wa ! 949 
That lord is now of Thebes the citee, 
Fulfilled of ire and of iniguitee, 
He for defpit, and for his tyrannie, 
‘To don the ded bodies a vilanie, 
Of alle our lordes, which that ben yllawe, 
Hath alle the bodies on an hepe ydrawe, 
And will not fuffren hem by non affent 
| Neyther to ben yberied, ne ybrent, 
| But maketh houndes ete hem in defpite, 
| And with that word, withouten more refpite 950 
{ They fallen groff, and crien pitoutly ; 
Have on us wretched wimmen fom mercy, 
And let our forwe finken in thin herte, 
This gentil duk doun from his courfer fterte 
With herte pitous, whan he herd hem fpeke. 
Him thoughte that his herte wolde all to-breke, 
Whan 


= 
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Whan he faw hem fo pitous and fo mate, 
That whilom weren of fo gret eftate. 
And in his armes he hem all up hente, 
And hem comforted in ful good entente, g6o 
And fwore his oth, as he was trewe knight, 
He wolde don fo frforthly his might | 
Upon the tyrant Creon hein to wreke, 
That all the peple of Grece fhulde {peke, 
How Creon was of Thefeus yferved, 
As he that hath his deth ful wel deferved. 

And right anon withouten more abode 
His banner he difplaide, and forth he rode 
To Thebes ward, and all his hoft befide : 
No ner Athenes n’olde he go ne ride, 970 
~ Ne take his efe fully half a day, 
But onward on his way that night he lay: 
And fent anon Ipolita the quene, 
And Emelie hire yonge fifter fhene 
Unto the toun of Athenes for to dwell : 
And forth he rit; ther n’is no more to tell. 

The red ftatue of Mars with fpere and targe 
So fhineth in his white banner large, 
‘That all the feldes gliteren up and doun: 
And by his banner borne is his penon 980 
Of gold ful riche, in which ther was ybete 
The Minotaure which that he flew in Crete. 

D 4 Thus 


= ete aS eaigt 


ee 
Peer 


40 THE KNIGHTES TALE, 


Thus rit this duk, thus rit this conquerour, 

And in his hoft of chevalrie the flour, 

Til that he came to Thebes, and alight 

Fayre in a feld, ther as he thought to fight, 

But fhortly for to fpeken of this thing, 

With Creon, which that was of Thebes king, 

He fought, and flew him manly as a knight 

In plaine bataille, and put his folk to flight: 999 
And by affaut he wan the citee after, 

And rent adoun bothe wall and fparre, and rafter : 
And to the ladies he reftored again 

The bodies of hir houfbondes that were flain, 

To don the obfequies, as was tho the gife. 

But it were all to long for to devife 

The grete clamour, and the waimenting, 

Whiche that the ladies made at the brenning 

Of the bodies, and el the gret honour, 

‘That Thefeus the noble conquerour 1000 
Doth to the ladies, whan they from him wente : 
But fhortly for to telle is min entente. 

Whan that this worthy duk, this Thefeus, 
Hath Creon flaine, and wonnen ‘Thebes thus, 
ptill in the feld he toke all night his refte, 

And did with all the contree as him lefte. 
Yo ranfake in the tas of bodies dede, 
¥iem for to {tripe of harneis and of jwede, 


Hem 
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The pillours dide hir befinefle and cure, 

After the bataille and difcomfiture. 1019 
And fo befell, that in the tas they found, 

Thurgh girt with many a grevous blody wound, 
Two yonge knightes ligging by and by, 

Bothe in on armes, wrought ful richely : 

Of whiche two, Arcita highte that on, 

And he that other highte Palamon. 

Not fully quik, ne fully ded they were, 

But by hir cote armure, and by hir gere, 

The heraudes knew hem wel in {pecial, 

As tho that weren of the blod real 1020 
Of Thebes, and of fuftren two yborne. 

Out of the tas the pillours han hem torne, 

And han hem caried foft unto the tente 

Of Thefeus, and he ful fone hem fente 

To Athenes, for to dwellen in prifon 

Perpetuel, he n’olde no raunfon. 

And whan this worthy duk had thus ydon, 

He toke his hoft, and home he rit anon 

With laurer crouned as a conquerour 5 

And ther he liveth in joye and in honour 1030 
Terme of his lif; what nedeth wordes mo? 

And in a tour, in anguifh and in wo 

Dwellen this Palamon, and eke Arcite, 

‘For evermo, ther may no gold hem quite. 
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Thus paffeth yere by yere, and day by day, 

Till it felle ones in a morwe of May 

That Emelie, that fayrer was to fene 

Than is the lilie upon his ftalke grene, 

And fresfher than the May with floures newe, 

(For with the rofe colour ftrof hirehewe; 1040 
I n’ot which was the finer of hem two) 

Er it was day, as fhe was wont to do, 

She was arifen, and all redy dight. 

For May wol have no flogardie a night. 

The fefon priketh every gentil herte, 

And maketh him out of his flepe to fterte, 

And fayth, arife, and do thin obferyance. 

This maketh Emelie han remembrance 

To don honour to May, and for to rife. 

Yclothed was fhe fresfhe for to devife. 1050 
Hire yelwe here was broided in a treffe, 

Behind hire back, a yerde long I geffe. 

And in the gardin at the fonne uprift 

She walketh up and doun wher as hire lift. 

She gathereth floures, partie white and red, 

To make a fotel gerlond for hire hed, 

And as an angel, hevenlich fhe fong. 

The grete tour, that was fo thikke and ftrong, 
Which of the caftel was the chef dongeon, 
(Wher as thefe knightes weren in prifon, 
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Of which I tolde you, and tellen fhal) 
‘Was even joinant to the gardin wall, 
Ther as this Emelie had hire playing. 
Bright was the fonne, and clere that morwening, 
And Palamon, this woful prifoner, 
As was his wone, by leve of his gayler 
Was rifen, and romed in a chambre on high, 
In which he all the noble citee figh, 
And eke the gardin, ful of branches grene, 
Ther as this fresf{he Emelia the fhene 1070 
Was in hire walk, and romed up and doun. 
This forweful prifoner, this Palamon 
Goth in his chambre roming to and fro, 
And to himfelfe complaining of his wo : 
~ That he was borne ful oft he fayd, alas ! 
And fo befell, by aventure or cas, 
That thurgh a window thikke of many a barre 
Of yren gret, and fquare as any {parre, 
He caft his eyen upon Emelia, 
And therwithal he blent and cried, a! 1080 
As though he ftongen were unto the herte. 
And with that crie Arcite anon up fterte, 
And faide, cofin min, what eyleth thee, 
That art fo pale and dedly for to fee? 
Why crideft thou? who hath thee don offence ? 
For goddes loye, take all in patience | 
Our 
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Our prifon, for it may non other be. 
fortune hath yeven us this adyerfite, 
Som wikke afpeét or difpofition 
Of Saturne, by fom conftellation, 1090 
Flath yeven us this, although we had it fworn, 
So ftood the heven whan that we were born, 
We mofte endure: this is the fhort and plain, 

This Palamon anfwerde, and fayde again ; 
Cofin, forfoth of this opinion 
Thou haft a vaine imagination. 
This prifon caufed me not for to crie. 
But I was hurt right now thurghout min eye 
Into min herte, that wol my bane be, 
The fayrneffe of a lady that I fe 11Q0 
Yond in the gardin roming to and fro, 
Ys caufe of all my crying and my wo. 
TY not whe’r fhe be woman or goddeffe. 
But Venus is it, fothly, as I geffe. 

And therwithall on knees adoun he filly 
And fayde: Venus, if it be your will 
You in this gardin thus to transfigure, 
Beforn me forweful wretched creature,. 
Out of this prifon helpe that we may feape. 
And if fo be our deftine be fhape ¥ii0 
By eterne word to dien in prifon, 
Of our lignage have fom compaffion, 
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That is fo low ybrought by tyrannie. 
And with that word Arcita gan efpie 
Wher as this lady romed to and fro. 
And with that fight hire beaute hurt him fo, 
That if that Palamon were wounded fore, 
Arcite is hurt as moche as he, or more. 
And with a figh he fayde pitoufly : 
The fresfhe beaute fleth me fodenly 1129 
Of hire that rometh in the yonder place. 
And but I have hire mercie and hire grace, 
That I may feen hire at the lefte way, 
I n’am but ded; ther n’is no more to fay. 
This Palamon, whan he thefe wordes herd, 
Difpitoufly he loked, and anfwerd : 
_ Whether fayeft thou this in erneft or in play ? > 
Nay, quod Arcite, in erneft by my fay. 
God helpe me fo, me luft full yvel pley, 
This Palamon gan knit his browes twey. 1130 
Tt were, quod he, to thee no gret honour 
For to be falfe, ne for to be traytour 
‘Fo me, that am thy cofin and thy brother 
Yfworne ful depe, and eche of us to other, 
‘That never for to dien in the peine, 
Til that the deth departen fhal us tweine, 
Neyther,ef us in love to hindre other, 
Ne in non other cas, my leve brother 3 
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But that thou fhuldeft trewely forther me 
In every cas, as J fhuld forther thee, 1140 


This was thin oth, and min alfo certain ; 
I wot it wel, thou darft it not withfain, 
Thus art thou of my confeil out of doute. 
And now thou woldeft falfly ben aboute 
To love my lady, whom I love and ferve, 
And ever fhal, til that min herte fterve. 
Now certes, falfe Arcite, thou fhalt not fo. 
I loved hire firfte, and tolde thee my wo 
As to my confeil, and my brother fworne 
To forther me, as I have told beforne. 1150 
For which thou art ybounden as a knight : 
To helpen me, if it he in thy might, | 
Or elles art thou falfe, I dare wel fain. 
This Arcita full proudly fpake again. 
Thou fhalt, quod he, be rather falfe than I. 
And thou art falfe, I tell thee utterly. 
For par amour I loved hire firft or thou. 
What wolt thou fayn ? thou wifteft nat right now 
Whether fhe were a woman or a goddeffe. 
Thin is affeétion of holineffe, | 1160 
And min is love, as to a creature : 
For which I tolde thee min aventure 
As to my cofin, and my brother fworne. 
I pofe, that thou lovedeft hire beforne : 
Wot 
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Woft thou not wel the olde clerkes fawe, 

That who fhall give a lover any lawe ? 

Love is a greter lawe by my pan, 

Then may be yeven of any erthly man: 

And therfore pofitif lawe, and fwiche decree 

Is broken all day for love in eche degree. 117@ 
A man mofte nedes love maugre his hed. 

He may not fleen it, though he fhuld be ded, 

All be fhe maid, or widewe, or elles wif. 

And eke it is not likely all thy lif 

To ftonden in hire grace, no more fhal I: 
For wel thou woft thy felven veraily, 
That thou and I be damned to prifon 

Perpetuel, us gaineth no raunfon. 

We ftrive, as did the-houndes for the bone, 
"They fought all day, and yet hir part was none. 1180 
Ther came a kyte, while that they were fo wrothe, 
And bare away the bone betwix hem bothe. 

AAnd therfore at the kinges court, my brother, 
Eche man for himfelf, ther is non other. 

Love if thee luft; for I love and ay fhal: 
And fothly, leve brother, this is al. 

Here in this prifon moften we endure, 

And everich of us take his ayenture, 

Gret was the ftrif, and long betwix hem twey, 
‘Tf that I hadde leifey for to fey : 1190 
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But to th’ effeét. it happed on a day, 
(To tell it you as fhortly as I may) 
A worthy duk that highte Perithous, 
That felaw was to this duk Thefeus 
Sin thilke day that they were children lite, 
Was come to Athenes, his felaw to vifite, 
And for to play, as he was wont to do, 
For in this world he loved no man fo: 
And he loved him as tendrely again, 
So wel they loved, as olde bokes fain, 1200 
‘That whan that on was ded, fothly to tell, 
His felaw wente and fought him doun in hell: 
But of that ftorie lift me not to write. 
Duk Perithous loved wel Arcite, 
And had him knowe at Thebes yere by yere s 
And finally at requeft and praiere 
Of Perithous, withouten any raunfon 
Duk Thefeus him let out of prifon, 
Frely to gon, wher that him lift over all, 
In fwiche a gife, as I you tellen fhall. 1210 
This was the forword, plainly for to endite, 
Betwixen Thefeus and him Arcite : 
That if fo were, that Arcite were yfound 
Ever in his lif, by day or night, o ftound 
In any contree of this Thefeus, 
And he were caught, it was accorded thus, 


That 
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Ther was non other remedie ne rede. 
But taketh his leve, and homeward he him fpedde ; 
Let him beware, his nekke lieth to wedde, 1220 
How gret a forwe fuffereth now Arcite ? 
The deth he feleth thurgh his herte fimite ; 
He wepeth, waileth, crieth pitoufly ; 
To fleen himfelf he waiteth prively. 
He faid; Alas the day that I was borne! 
Now is my prifon werfe than beforne: 
Now is me fhape eternally to dwelle 
Not only in purgatorie, but in helle. 
Alas! that ever | knew Perithous. 
For elles had I dwelt with Thefeus 1230 
. Yfetered in his prifon evermo. 
Than had I ben in. bliffe, and. not in wo. 
Only the fight of hire, whom that I ferve, 
Though that I never hire grace may deferve, 
Wold have fufficed right ynough for me. 
O dere cofin Palamon, quod he, 
Thin is the vi€torie of this aventure. 
Ful blisful in prifon maieft thou endure : 
In prifon? certes nay, but in paradife. 
Wel hath fortune yturned thee the dife, 1240 
That haft the fight of hire, and I th’abfence, 
For poffible is, fin thou haft hire prefence, 
Vor. L E And 
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And art a knight, a worthy and an able, 

That by fom cas, fin fortune is changeable, 

Thou maieft to thy defir fomtime atteine. 

But [ that am exiled, and barreine 

Of alle grace, and in fo gret defpaire, 

That ther n’is erthe, water, fire, ne aire, 

Ne creature, that of hem maked is, 

That may me hele, or don comfort in this, 1250 

Wel ought I fterve in wanhope and diftreffe. 

Farewel my lif, my luft, and my gladneffe. 
Alas, why plainen men fo in commune 

Of purveiance of God, or of fortune, 
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That yeveth hem ful oft in many a gife 
Wel better than they can hemfelf devife ? 
Som man defireth for to have richefle, 
‘That caufé is of his murdre or gret fikneffe. 
And fom man wold out of his prifon fayn 
That in his houfe is of his meynie flain. 1260 
Infinite harmes ben in this matere, 
We wote not what thing that we praien here. 
We faren as he that dronke 1s as a mous. 
A dronken man-wot wel he hath an hous, 
But he ne wot which is the right way thider, 
And to a dronken man the way is flider. 
And certes in this world fo faren we. 
We feken faft after felicite, 
But 
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But we go wrong ful often trewely. 
Thus we may fayen alle, and namely I, 1270 
That wende, and had a egret opinion, 
That if I might efcapen fro prifon 
Than had I ben in joye and parfite hele, 
Ther now I am exiled fro my wele. 
Sin that I may not feen you, Emelie, 
I n’am but ded; ther n’is no remedie. 

Upon that other fide Palamon, 
Whan that he wift Arcita was agon, 
Swiche forwe he maketh, that the grete tour 
Refouned of his yelling and clamour. 1280 
The pure fetters on his fhinnes grete 
Were of his bitter falte teres wete. 

Alas! quod he, Arcita cofin min, 
Of all our ftrif, God wot, the frute is thin, 
Thou walkeft now in Thebes at thy large, 
And of my wo thou yeveft litel charge, 
Thou maift, fith thou haft wifdom and manhede, 
Affemblen all the folk of our kinrede, 
And make a werre fo fharpe on this contree, 
That by fom aventure, or fom tretee, 1290 
Thou maift-have hire to lady and to wif, 
For whom.-that I muft nedes lefe my lif. 
For as by way of poffibilitee, 
Sith thou art at thy large of prifon free, 
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And art a lord, gret is thin avantage, 
More than is min, that fterve here in a cage. 
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For I may wepe and waile, while that I live, 
With all the wo that prifon may me yeve, 
And eke with peine that love me yeveth alfo, 
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Therwith the fire of jaloufie up fterte 
Within his breft, and hent him by the herte 
So woodly, that he like was to behold 


ems 


a — a 


The box-tree, or the afhen ded and cold. 
Than faid he; O cruel goddes, that governe 
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This world with binding of your word eterne, 
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And writen in the table of athamant 
Your parlement and your eterne grant, 
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What is mankind more unto you yhold 
Than is the fhepe, that rouketh in the fold? 1310 
For flain is man, right as another beeft, 
And dwelleth eke in prifon, and arreft, 
And hath fikneffe, and gret adyerfite, 
And often times gilteles parde. 
What governance 1s in this prefcience, 
‘That gilteles turmenteth innocence ? 
And yet encrefeth this all my penance, 
‘That man is bounden to his obfervance 
For Goddes fake to leten of his will, 
Ther as a beeft may all his luft fulfill, 1320 
And 
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3 
And whan a beeft is ded, he hath no peine; 

But man after his deth mote wepe and pleine, 
Though in this world he have care and wo: 
Withouten doute it maye ftonden fo, 

The anfwer of this lete I to divines, 
But wel I wote, that in this world gret pine is. 
Alas! I fee a ferpent or a thefe, 
That many a trewe man hath do mefchefe, 
Gon at his large, and wher him luft may turn, 
But I mofte ben in prifon thurgh Saturn, 1330 
And eke thurgh Juno, jalous and eke wood, 
That hath wel neye deftruied all the blood 
Of Thebes, with his wafte walles wide. 
And Venus fleeth me on that other fide 
For jaloufie, and fere of him Arcite, 

Now wol I ftent of Palamon a lite, 
And leten him in his prifon {till dwelle, 
And of Arcita forth I wol you telle. 

The fommer pafleth, and the nightes long 
Encrefen double wife the peines ftrong 1340 
Both of the lover, and of the prifoner. 

T n’ot which hath the wofuller miftere. 
For fhortly for to fay, this Palamon 
Perpetuelly is damned to prifon, 

In chaines and in fetters to’ ben ded ; 
And Arcite is exiled on his hed 
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For evermore as out of that contree, 
Ne never more he fhal his lady fee. 

You lovers axe I now this queftion, 
Who hath the werfe, Arcite or Palamon? 1359 
‘That on may fe his lady day by day, 
But in prifon mofte he dwellen alway. 
‘That other wher him luft may ride or go, 
But fen his lady fhal he never mo. 
Now demeth as you lifte, ye that can, 
For I wol tell you forth as I began. 

Whan that Arcite to Thebes comen was, 
Ful oft a day he {welt and faid alas, 
For fen his lady fhal he never mo. 
And fhortly to concluden all his wo, 1360 
So mochel forwe hadde never creature, 
That is or fhal be, while the world may dure. 
His flepe, his mete, his drinke 1s him byraft, 
‘That lene he wex, and drie as is a fhaft. 
His eyen holwe, and erifly to behold, 
His hewe falwe, and pale as afhen cold, 
And folitary he was, and ever alone, 
And wailing all the night, making his mone, 
And if he herde fong or inftrument, 
‘Than wold he wepe, he mighte not be ftent. 1370 
So feble were his fpirites, and fo low, 
‘Ang é anged fo, that no man coude know 


His 
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His fpeche ne his vois, though men it herd. 
And in his gere, for all the world he ferd 
Nought only like the lovers maladie 
Of Ereos, but rather ylike manie, 
Engendred of humours melancolike, 
Beforne his hed in his celle fantaftike. 
And fhortly turned was all up fo doun 
Both habit and eke difpofitioun 1380 
Of him, this woful lover dan Arcite. 
What fhuld I all day of his wo endite ? 

Whan he endured had a yere or two 
This cruel torment, and this peine and wo, 
At Thebes, in his contree, as I faid, 
Upon a night in flepe as he him laid, 
. Him thought how that the winged god Mercury 
Beforne him ftood, and bad him to be mery. 
His flepy yerde in hond he bare upright ; 
An hat he wered upon his heres bright. 1390 
Arraied was this god (as he toke kepe) 
As he was whan that Argus toke his flepe ; 
And faid him thus: To Athenes fhalt thou wende 3 
Ther is thee fhapen of thy wo an ende. 

And with that word Arcite awoke and ftert. 
Now trewely how fore that ever me fmert, 
Quod he, to Athenes right now wol I fare. 
Ne for no drede of deth fhal I not fpare 
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To fe my lady, that I love and ferve; 

In hire prefence I rekke not to fterve, 1400 
And with that word he caught a gret mirrour, 

And faw that changed was all his colour, 

And faw his vifage atl in another kind. 

And right anon it ran him in his mind, 

That fith his face was fo disfigured 

Of maladie the which he had endured, 

He mighte wel, if that he bare him lowe, 

Live in Athenes evermore unknowe, 

And fen his lady wel nigh day by day, 

And right anon he changed his aray, 1410 
And clad him as a poure labourer. 

And all alone, fave only a fquier, 

That knew his privite and all his cas, 

Which was difguifed pourely as he was, 

To Athenes is he gon the nexte way, 

And to the court he went upom a day, 

And at the gate he proffered his fervice, 

To drugge and draw, what fo men wold devife, 
And fhortly of this matere for to. fayn, 

He fell in office with a chamberlain, 1420 
The which that dwelling was with Emelie, 

For he was wife, and coude fone efpie 

Of every fervant, which that ferved hire, 

Wel conde he hewen wood, and water beres 

For 
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For he was yonge and mighty for the nones, 
And therto he was ftrong and big of bones 
To don that any wight can him devife. 

A yere or two he was in this fervice, 
Page of the chambre of Emelie the bright ; 
And Philoftrate he fayde that he hight. 
But half fo wel beloved a man as he, 
Ne was ther never in court of his degre. 
He was fo gentil of conditioun, 
That thurghout all the court was his renoun. 
They fayden that it were a charite 
That Thefeus wold enhaunfen his degre, 
And putten him in worfhipful fervice, 
Ther as he might his vertues exercife. 
And thus within a while his name is fpronge 
Both of his dedes, and of his good tonge, 
That Thefeus hath taken him fo ner? 
That of his chambre he made him a fquier, 
And gave him gold to mainteine his degre ; 
And eke men brought him out of his contre 
Fro yere to yere ful prively his rent. 
But honeftly and fleighly he it fpent, 
That no man wondred how that he it hadde. 
And thre yere in this wife his lif he ladde, 
And bare him fo in pees and eke in werre, 
Ther n’as no man that Thefeus hath derre. 
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And in this bliffe let I now Arcite, 
And fpeke I wol of Palamon a lite. 
In derkeneffe and horrible and ftrong prifon 
This feven yere hath fitten Palamon, 
Forpined, what for love and for diftreffe. 
Who feleth double forwe and hevineffe 
But Palamon ? that love diftraineth fo, 
That wood out of his -wit he goth for wo, 
And eke therto he is a pridonere 
Perpetuell, not only for a-yere. 1460 
Who coude rime in Englifh proprely 
His martirdom ? forfoth it am not I, 
Therfore I paffe as lightly as I may. 
It fell that in the feventh yere in May 
The thridde night, (as olde bokes fayn, 
That all this ftorie tellen more plain) 
Were it by aventure or deftinee, 
(As whan a thing is fhapen, it fhal be,) 
That fone after the midnight, Palamon 
By helping of a frend brake his prifon, 1470 
And fleeth the cite fafte as he may. go, 
For he had yeven drinke his gayler fo 
Of a clarre, made of a certain wine, 
With Narcotikes and Opie of Thebes fine, 
‘That all the night though that men wold him fhake, 
The gailer flept, he mighte not awake. 


And 
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And thus he fleeth as fafte as ever he may. 
The night was fhort, and fafte by the day, 
That nedes coft he motte himfelven hide. 
And to a grove fafte ther befide 1480 
With dredful foot than ftalketh Palamon. 
For fhortly this was his opinion, 
That in that grove he wold him hide all day, 
And in the night than wold he take his way 
To Thebes ward, his frendes for to preie 
On Thefeus to helpen him werreie. 
And fhortly, eyther he wold lefe his lif, 
Or winnen Emelie unto his wif. 
This is the effect, and his entente plein. 
Now wol I turnen to Arcite agein, 1490 
That litel wift how neighe was his care, 
Til that fortune had brought him in the fnare. 
The befy larke, the meflager of day, 
Saleweth in hire fong the morwe gray ; 
And firy Phebus rifeth up fo bright, 
That all the orient laugheth of the fight, 
And with his ftremes drieth in the greves 
The filver dropes, hanging on the leves, 
And Arcite, that is in the court real 
With Thefeus the fquier principal, 1500 
Is rifen, and loketh on the mery day. 
And for to don his obfervance to May, 
Remem- 


A 
\ 

Ae, 
4 


Meters 2S. ee 
a sis amet 


Sa? 


= 
Soe 
or 


Be ¢ 
Pair, 


bo THER K NIG oe 


Remembring on the point of his defire, 
He on his courfer, fterting as the fire, 
fs ridden to the feldes him to pley, 
Out of the court, were it a mile or twey. 
And to the grove of which that I you told, 
By aventure his way he gan to hold, 
‘To maken him a gerlond of the greves, 
Were it of woodbind or of hauthorn leves, 1510 
And loud he fong agen the fonne fhene. 
O May, with all thy floures and thy grene, 
Right welcome be thou faire frefhe May, 
{ hope that I fome grene here getten may. 
And from his courfer, with a lufty herte 
Into the grove ful haftily he fterte, 
And in a path he romed up and doun, 
Ther as by aventure this Palamon 
Was in a bufh, that no man might him {e, 
For fore afered of his deth was he. ¥520 
Nothing ne knew he that it was Arcite. 
God wot he wold have trowed it ful hte. 
But foth is fatd, gon fithen are many yereés, 
That feld hath eyen, and the wood hath eres. 
it is ful faire a man to bere him even, 
For al day meten men at unfet ffeven. 
Ful litel wote Arcite of his felaw, 
That was fo neigh to herken of his faw, 


For 
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For in the bufh he fitteth now ful itil. 

Whan that Arcite had romed all his fill, 1530 
And fongen all the roundel luftily, 
Into a ftudie he fell fodenly, 
As don thefe lovers in hir queinte geres, 
Now in the crop, and now doun in the-breres, 
Now up, now doun, as boket in a well. 
Right as the Friday, fothly for to tell, 
Now fhineth it, and now it raineth faft, 
Right fo can gery Venus overcaft 
The hertes of hire folk, right as hire day 
ts gerfull, right fo changeth fhe aray. 1540 
Selde is the Friday all the weke ylike. 

Whan Arcite hadde yfonge, he gan to fike, 
And fet him doun withouten any more : 
Alas! (quod he) the day that I was bore ! 
How longe, Juno, thurgh thy crueltee 
Wilt thou werreien Thebes the citee 2 
Alas! ybrought is to confufion 
‘The blood real of Cadme and Amphion : 
Of Cadmus, which that was the firfte man, 
That Thebes. built, or firfte the toun began, 1550 
And of the citee firfte was crouned king. 
Of his linage am I, and his ofspring 
By veray line, as of the ftok real 
And now [am fe caitif and {fg thral, 
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That he that is my mortal enemy, 


I ferve him as his fquier pourely. 


And yet doth Juno me wel more fhame, 
For I dare not beknowe min owen name, 
But ther as I was wont to highte Arcite, 
Now highte I Philoftrat, not worth a mite. 1560 
Alas! thou fell Mars, alas! thou Juno, 
Thus hath your ire our linage all fordo, 
Save only me, and wretched Palamon, 
That Thefeus martireth in prifon, 
And over all this, to {len me utterly, 
Love hath his firy dart fo brenningly 
Yftiked thurgh my trewe careful hert, 
That fhapen was my deth erft than my fhert. 
Ye flen me with your éyen, Emelie ; 
Ye ben the caufe wherfore that I die. 1570 
Of all the remenant of min other care 
Ne fet I not the mountance of a tare,. 
So that I coud don ought to your plefance. 
And with that word he fell doun ina trance 
Vil A longe time; and afterward up fterte 
| This Palamon, that thought thurghout his herte 
He felt a colde {werd fodenly glide : 
For ire he quoke, no lenger wolde he hide. 
And whan that he had herd Arcites tale, 
As he were wood, with face ded and pale, 1580 
He 
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He fterte him up out of the bufhes thikke, 

And fayde: Falfe Arcite, falfe traitour wicke, 

Now art thou hent, that loveft my lady fo, 

For whom that] have all this peine and wo, 

And art my blood, and to my confeil fworn, 

As I ful oft have told thee herebeforn, 

And haft beiaped here duk Thefeus, 

And falfely changed haft thy name thus ; 

I wol be ded, or elles thou fhalt die, 

Thou fhalt not love my lady Emelie, 1590 

But I wol love hire only and no mo. 

For I am Palamon thy mortal fo. 

And though that I‘no wepen have in this place, 

But out of prifon am aftert by grace, | 

~ I drede nought, that eyther thou fhalt die, 

Or thou ne fhalt nat loven Emelie. 

Chefe which thou wolt, for thou fhalt not afterte. 
This Arcite tho, with ful difpitous herte, 

Whan he him knew, and had his tale herd, 

As fers as a leon, pulled out a fwerd, 1600 

And fayde thus ; By God that fitteth above, 

N’ere it that thou art fike, and wood for love, 

And eke that thou no wepen haft in this place, 

Thou fhuldeft never out of this grove pace, 

That thou.ne fhuldeft dien of min hond, 

For I defie the furetee and the bond, 
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Which that thou faift that I have made to thee. 
What ? veray fool, thinke wel that love is free, 
And I wol love hire maugre all thy might. 
But for thou art a worthy gentil knight, 1616 
And -wilneft to darraine hire by bataille, 
Have here iny trouth, to-morwe I will not faille, 
Withouten weting of any other wight, 
That here I wol be founden as a knight, 
And bringen harneis right ynough for thee ; 
And chefe the befte, and leve the werfte for me. 
And mete and drinke this night wol I bring 
Ynough for thee, and clothes for thy bedding. 
And if fo be that thou my lady win, 
And fle me in this wode, ther I am in, 1620 
Thou maift wel have thy lady as for me. 
This Palamon anfwerd, I grant it thee, 
And thus they ben departed til a morwe, 
Whan eche of hem hath Jaid his faith to borwe. 
O Cupide, out of alle charitee ! 
O regne, that wolt no felaw have with thee ! 
Ful foth is fayde, that love ne lordfhip 
Wol nat his thankes have no felawfhip. 
Wel finden that Arcite and Palamon. | 
Arcite is ridden anon unto the toun, 1630 
And on the morwe, or it were day light, 
Ful prively two harneis hath he dight, 


Both 


THE KNIGHTES TALE, 64 


Both fufiifant and mete to darreine 

The bataille in the feld betwix hem tweine. 
And on his hors, alone as he was borne, 
He carieth all this harneis him beforne; 
And in the grove, at time and place yiette, 
This Arcite and this Palamon ben mette. 
Tho changen gan the colour in hir face. 
Right as the hunter in the regne of Trace 1640 
That ftondeth at a gappe with a fpere, 

Whan hunted is the lion or the bere, 

And hereth him come rufhing in the greves, 

And breking bothe the boughes and the leves, 

And thinketh, here cometh my mortal enemy, 
Withouten faille, he muft be ded or I; 

For eyther I mote {len him at the gappe; 

Or he mote flen me, if that me mifhappe+ 

So ferden they, in changing of hir hewe, 

As fer as eyther of hem other knewe. 1650 
Ther n’as no good day, ne no faluing. 

But ftreit withouten wordes reherfing, 

Everich of hem halpe to armen other, 

As frendly, as he were his owen brother. 

And after that, with fharpe fperes {trong 

They foineden eche at other wonder long. 

Thou mighteft wenen, that this Palamon 

In his fighting.were as a wood leon, 
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And as a cruel tigre was Arcite : 
As wilde bores gan they togeder fmite, 1666 
That frothen white as fome for ire wood. 
Up to the ancle foughte they in hir blood. 

And in this wife I let hem fighting dwelle, 

And forth I wol of ‘Thefeus you telle. 

The deftinee, miniftre general, 

That executeth in the world over al 

The purveiance, that God hath fen beforne ; 

So ftrong it is, that though the world had fworne 
The contrary of a thing by ya or nay, 

Yet fomtime it fhall fallen on a day 167° 
That falleth nat efte in a thoufand yere. 

For certainly our appetites here, 

Be it of werre, or pees, or hate, or love, 

All is this ruled by the fight above. 

This mene I now by mighty Thefeus, 

That for to hunten 1s fo defirous, 

And namely at the grete hart in May, 

That in his bed ther dawgleth him no day, 

That he n’is clad, and redy: for to ride 

With hunte and horne, and houndes him befide.168¢ 
For in his hunting hath he fwiche delite, 

That it is all his joye and appetite 

‘To ben himfelf the grete hartes bane, 

For after Mars he ferveth now Diane. 
. Clere 
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Clere was the day, as I have told or this, 
And Thefeus, with alle joye and blis, 
With his Ipolita, the fayre quene, 
And Emelie, yclothed all in grene, 
On hunting ben they ridden really. 
And to the grove, that ftood ther fafte by, 1696 
In which ther was an hart as men him told, 
Duk Thefeus the ftreite way hath hold. 
And to the launde he rideth him ful right, 
Ther was the hart ywont to have his flight, 
And over a brooke, and fo forth on his wey. 
This duk wol have a cours at him or twey 
‘With houndes, fwiche as him luft to commaunde. 
And when this duk was comen to the launde, 
Under the fonne he loked, and anon 
He was ware of Arcite and Palamon, 1700 
That foughten breme, as it were bolles two. 
The brighte fwerdes wenten to and fro 
So hidoufly, that with the lefte ftroke 
It femed that it wolde felle an oke. 
But what they weren, nothing he ne wote. 
This duk his courfer with his fporres finote, } 
And at a ftert he was betwix hem two, 
And pulled out a fwerd, and cried, ho! 
No more, up peine of lefing of your hed. 
By mighty Mars, he fhal anon be ded, 1710 
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That fmiteth any ftroke, that I may fen, 
But telleth me what miftere men ye ben, 
That ben fo hardy for to fighten here 
Withouten any juge other ofhicere, 
As though it were in lites really. 

This Palamon anfwered hatftily, 
And faide: Sire, what nedeth wordes mo? 
We have the deth deferved bothe two. 
Two woful wretches ben we, two caitives, 
That ben accombred.of our owen lives, 1720 
And as thou art a rightful lord and juge, 
Ne yeve us neyther mercie ne refuge. 
And fle me firft, for feinte charitee. 
But fle my felaw eke as wel as me. 
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Ox fle him firft, for though thou know it lite, 
This is thy mortal fo, this is Arcite, 

That frothy lond is banifhed on his hed, 

For which he hath deferved to be ded. 
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For this is he that came unto thy gate 
And fayde, that he highte Philoftrate. 1730 


Thus hath he: japed thee fulmany a yere, 
And thou haftmaked him thy chief fquiere, 
And this is he, that loveth Emelie. 

For fith the day is come thatI fhal die 
I make plainly:my confeffion, 
That I am thilke woful Palamon, 


That 
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That hath thy prifon broken wilfully. 

1 am thy mortal fo, and it am I 

That loveth fo hot Emelie the bright, 

That I wold dien prefent in hire fight. 

Therfore I axe deth and my iewile. 

But fle my felaw in the fame wife, 

For both we have deferved to be flain. 
This worthy duk anfwerd anon again, 

And fayd, This isa fhort conclufion. 

Your owen mouth, by your confeflion 

Hath damned you, and I wol it recorde. 

It nedeth not to peine you with the corde. 

Ye fhul be ded by mighty Mars the rede. 
The quene anon for veray womanhede 

Gan for to wepe, and fo did Emelie, 

And all the ladies in the compagnie. 

Gret pite was it, as it thought hem alle, 

That ever fwiche a chance fhulde befalle, 

For gentil men they were of gret eftat, 

And nothing but for love was this debat, 

And fawe hir blody woundes wide.and fore ; 

And alle criden bothe leffe and more, 

Have mercie, Lord, upon us wimmen alle, 

And on hir bare knees adoun they falle, 

And wold have kift his feet ther as he ftood, 

Till at the laft, aflaked was his mood ; 
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(For pitee renneth fone in gentil herte) 
And though he firft for ire quoke and fterte, 
He hath confidered fhortly in a claufe 

The trefpas of hem both, and eke the caufe ; 
And although that his ire hir gilt accufed, 
Yet in his refon he hem both excufed ; 

As thus; he thonghte wel that every man 
Wol helpe himfelf in loye if that he can, 


-And eke deliver himfelf out of prifon, 


And eke his herte had compaffion 

Of wimmen, for they wepten ever in on: 

And in his gentil herte he thoughte anon, 

And foft unto himfelf he fayed : fie 

Upon a lord that wol have no mercie, 

But be a leon both in word and dede, 

To hem that ben in repentance and drede, 

As wel as to a proud difpitous man, 

‘That wol mainteinen that he firft began, 

That lord hath litel of difcretion, 

That in fwiche cas can no divifion : 

But weigheth pride and humbleffe after on. 

And fhortly, whan his ire is thus agon, 

He gan to loken up with eyen light, 

And fpake thefe fame wordes all on hight. 
The god of love, a! benedicite, 
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Again his might ther gainen non obftacles, 


He may be cleped a God for his miracles, 1799. 


For he can maken at his owen gife 
Of everich herte, as that him litt devife. 
Lo here this Arcite, and this Palamon, 
That quitely weren out of my prifon, 
And might have lived in Thebes really, 
And weten I am hir mortal enemy, 
And that hir deth lith in my might alfo, 
And yet hath love, maugre hir eyen two, 
Ybrought hem hither bothe for to die, 


Now loketh, is not this an heigh folie? 1800 VA 


Who mayebwe ben a fool, if shat he love ? 

Behold for Goddes fake that fitteth above, 

Se how they blede ! be they not wel araied ? 

Thus hath hir lord, the god of love, hem pated 

Hir wages, and hir fees for hir fervice, 

And yet they wenen for to be ful wife, 

That ferven love, for ought that may befalle, 

And yet is this the befte game of Siig: 

That fhe, for whom they have this jolite, 

Con hem therfore as mochel thank as me, 1810 

She wot no more of alle this hote fare 

By God, than wot a cuckow or an hare. 

But all mote ben affaied hote or cold; 

A man mote ben a fool other yonge or old ; 
a J wot 
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I wot it by myfelf ful yore agon : 

For in my time a fervant was I on. 

And therfore fith I know of loves peine, 
And wot how foré it can a man deftreine, 
As he that oft hath ben caught in his las, 

I you foryeve all holly this trefpas, 1820 
At requeft of the quene that kneleth here, 
And eke of Emelie, my fufter dere. 

And ye fhul bothe anon unto me fwere, 
That never mo ye fhul my contree dere, 
Ne maken werre upon me night ne day, 
But ben my frendes in alle that ye may. 

I you foryeve this trefpas every del. 

And they him fware his axing fayr and wel, 
And him of Jord{hip and of mercie praid, 


And he hein granted grace, and thus he faid: 1830 


To {peke of real linage and richeffe, 
Though that fhe were a quene or a princeffe, 
Eche of you bothe is worthy douteles 
To wedden whan time is, but natheles 
{ fpeke as for my fufter Emelie, 

For whom ye have this ftrif and jaloufie, 
Ye wot yourfelf, fhe may not wedden two 
At ones, though ye fighten evermo : 

But on of you, al be him loth or lefe, 

He mot gon pipen in an ivy lefe : 
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This is to fay, fhe may not have you bothe, 
Al be ye never fo jalous, ne fo wrothe. 
And forthy I you put in this degree, 
That eche of you fhall have his deftinee, 
As him is fhape, and herkneth in what wife ; 
Lo here your ende of that I fhal devife. 
My will is this for plat conclufion 
Withouten any replication, 
If that you liketh, take it for the befte, 
That everich of you fhal gon wher him lefte 1850 
Freely withouten raunfon or dangere ; 
And this day fifty wekes, ferre ne nere, 
Everich of you fhal bring an hundred knightes, 
Armed for liftes up at alle rightes 
Alle redy to darrein hire by bataille. 
And this behete I you withouten faille 
Upon my trouth, and as I am a knight, 
That whether of you bothe hath that might, 
This is to fayn, that whether he or thou 
May with his hundred, as I fpake of now, 1869 
Sle his contrary, or out of liftes drive, 
Him fhall I yeven Emelie to wive, 
To whom that fortune yeveth fo fayr a grace. 
The liftes fhal I maken in this place, 
And God fo wifly on my foule rewe, 
As I fhal even juge ben, and trewe. 
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Ye fhal non other ende with me maken 
That on of you ne fhal be ded or taken. 
And if you thinketh this is wel yfaid, 
Saith your avis, and holdeth you apaid. 1870 
This is your ende, and your conclufion. 
Who loketh lightly now but Palamon 3 
Who fpringeth up for joye but Arcite? 
Who coud it tell, or who coud it endite, 
The joye that 1s maked in the place 
Whan Thefeus hath don fo fayre a grace ? 
But doun on knees went every manere wight, 
And thanked him with all hir hertes might, 
And namely thefe Thebanes often fith. 1879 
And thus with good hope and with herte blith 
They taken hir leve, and homeward gan they ride 
To Thebes, with his olde walles wide, 
I trowe men wolde deme it negligence, 
If I foryete to tellen the difpence 
Of Thefeus, that goth fo befily 
To maken up the liftes really, 
That fwiche a noble theatre as it was, 
[dare wel fayn, in all this world ther n’as. 
The circuite a mile was aboute, 
Walled of ftone, and diched all withoute, 180@ 
Round was the fhape, in manere of a compas 
Ful of degrees, the hight of fixty pas, 
hi bratat 
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That whan a man was fet on o degree 
He letted not his felaw for to fee. 
Eftward ther flood a gate of marbel white, 
Weftward right fwiche another in th’ oppofite. 
And fhortly to concluden, {wiche a place 
Was never in erthe, in fo litel a fpace, 
For inthe lond ther n’as no craftes man, 
That geometric, or arfmetrike can, 1900 
Ne portreiour, ne kerver of images, 
That Thefeus ne yaf him mete and wages 
‘The theatre for to maken and devife. 

And for to don his rite and facrifice, 
He eftward hath upon the gate above, 
In worfhip of Venus goddeffe of love, 
Don make an auter and an oratorie; 
And weftward in the minde and in memorie 
Of Mars he maked hath right fwiche another, 
That cofte largely of gold a fother. 1919 
And northward, in a touret on the wall, 
Of alabaftre white and red corall 
An oratorie riche for to fee, 
In worfhip of Diane of chaftitee, 
Hath Thefeus don wrought in noble wife. 

But yet had I foryetten to devife 
The noble kerving, and the portreitures, 
The fhape, the contenance of the figures 
“That 
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‘That weren in thefe oratories three. 
Firft in the temple of Venus maift thou fee 1920 
Wrought on the wall, ful pitous to beholde, 
The broken {lepes, and the fikes colde, 
The facred teres, and the waimentinges, 
The firy ftrokes of the defiringes, 
That loves fervants in this lif enduren ; 
The othes, that hir covenants affuren. 
Plefance and hope, defire, foolhardineffe, 
Beaute and youthe, baudrie and richeffe, 
Charmes and force, lefinges and flaterie, 
Difpence, befinefle, and jaloufie, 1930 
‘That wered of yelwe goldes a gerlond, 
And hadde a cuckow fitting on hire hond, 
oe Feftes and inftruments, caroles and dances, 
Luft and array, and all the circumftances 
Of love, which that I reken and reken fhall, 
By ordre weren peinted on the wall, 
And mo than I can make of mention, 
For fothly all the mount of Citheron, 
Ther Venus hath hire principal dwelling, 
Was fhewed on the wall in purtreying, 1940 
With all the gardin, and the luftineffe. 
Nought was foryetten the porter idelneffe, 
Ne Narcrffus the fayre of yore agon, 
Ne yet the folie of king Salemon, 


Ne yet the grete ftrengthe of Hercules, 

Th’ enchantment of Medea and Circes, 

Ne of Turnus the hardy fiers corage, 

The riche Crefus caitif in fervage. 

Thus may ye feen, that wifdom ne richefle, 

Beaute ne fleighte, firengthe ne hardinefle, 

Ne may with Venus holden champartie, 

For as hire lifteth the world may fhe gie. 

Lo, all thefe folk fo caught were in hire las 

Til they for wo ful often faid alas. 

Sufficeth here enfamples on or two, 

And yet I coude reken a thoufand mo. 
The ftatue of Venus glorious for to {ce 

Was naked fleting in the large fee, 

And fro the navel down all covered was 

With wawes grene, and bright as any glas. 

A citole in hire right hand hadde fhe, 

And on hire hed, ful femely for to fee, 

A rofe gerlond fresfh, and wel {melling, 

Above hire hed hire doves fleckering. 

Before hire ftood hire fone Cupido, 

Upon his fhoulders winges had he two ; 

And blind he was, as it is often fene ; 

A bow he bare and arwes bright and kene, 
Why fhulde I not as wel eke tell you all 

The purtreiture, that was.upon the wall 
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Within the temple of mighty Mars the rede ? 
All peinted was the wall in length and brede 
Like to the eftres of the grifly place, 
That highte the gret temple of Mars in Trace, 
In thilke colde and frofty region, 
‘Ther as Mars hath his fovereine manfion. 

Firft on the wall was peinted a foreft, 
In which ther wonneth neyther man ne beft, 
With knotty knarry barrein trees old 
Of ftubbes fharpe and hidous to behold ; 1980 
In which ther ran a romble and a fwough, 
As though a ftorme fhuld breften every bough : 
And dounward from an hill under a bent, 
Ther ftood the temple of Mars armipotent, 
Wrought all of burned ftele, of which th’ entree 
Was longe and ftreite, and gaftly for to fee. 
And therout came a rage and {wiche a vife, 
That it made all the gates for to rife, 
The northern light in at the dore fhone, 
For window on the wall ne was ther none, 1990 
Thurgh which men mighten any light difcerne. 
The dore was all of athamant eterne, 
Yclenched overthwart and endelong 
With yren tough, and for to make it ftreng, 
Every piler the temple to fuftene 
Was tonne-gret, of yren bright and fhene, 
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Ther faw I firft the derke imagining 
Of felonie, and alle the compaffing ; 
The cruel ire, red as any glede, 
The pikepurfe, and eke the pale drede ; 2000 
The {miler with the knif under the cloke, 
‘The fhepen brenning with the blake fmoke; 
The trefon of the mordring in the bedde, 
The open werre, with woundes all bebledde ; 
Conteke with blody knif, and {harp manace. 
All full of chirking was that fory place. 
The fleer of himfelf yet faw I there, | 
His herte blood hath bathed all his here: 
The naile ydriven in the fhode on hight, 
Vhe colde deth, with mouth gaping upright. 2010 
Amiddes of the temple fate mifchance, 
With difcomfort and fory contenance. 
Yet faw I woodneffe laughing in his rage, 
Armed complaint, outhees, and fiers outrage ; 
‘The carraine in the bufh, with throte ycorven, 
A thoufand flain, and not of qualme yftorven ; 
The tirant, with the prey by force yraft ; 
The toun deftroied, ther was nothing laft. 
Yet faw I brent the thippes hoppefteres, 
‘The hunte yftrangled with the wilde beres : 
The fow freting the child right in the cradel ; 
The coke yfcalled, for all his long ladel, 
Nought 
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Nought was foryete by th’ infortune of Marte 
The carter overridden with his carte ; 
Under the wheel ful lew he lay adoun. 
Ther were alfo of Martes divifion, 
Th’ armeret, and the bowyer, and the fmith, 
That forgeth fharpe fwerdes on his ftith. 
And all above depeinted in a tour 
Saw I conqueft, fitting in gret honour, 2035 
With thilke fharpe {werd over his hed 
Yhanging by a fubtil twined thred. 
Depeinted was the flaughter of Julius, 
Of gret Nero, and of Antonius : 
wll be that thilke time they.were ufborne, 
Yet was hir deth depeinted ther beforne, 
By manacing of Mars, right by figure, 
So was it fhewed in that purtreiture 
As is depeinted in the cercles above, 
Who fhal be flaine or elles ded for love. 2040 
Sufficeth on enfample in ftories olde, 
I may not reken hem alle, though I wolde. 
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The ftatue of Mars upon a carte ftood 
Armed, and loked grim as he were wood, 
And over his hed ther fhinen two figures 
Of fterres, that ben cleped in {criptures, 
That on Puella, that other Rubeus. 

This god of armes was araied thus: 
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A wolf ther ftood beforne him at his fete 
With eyen red, and of a man he ete: 2050 
With fubtil penfil peinted was this ftorie, 
In redouting of Mars and of his glorie. 
Now to the temple of Diane the chatte 3 
As fhortly as I can I wol me hafte, 
To tellen you of the defcriptioun, 
Depeinted by the walles up and doun, 
Of hunting and of fhamefatt chaftitee, 
Ther faw I how woful Califtope, 
Whan that, Diane agreved was with here, | 
Was turned. from a woman til a bere, 2060 
And after was fhe made the lodefterre: ! 
Thus was it peinted, I can fay no ferre; 
Hire fone is eke a fterre as men may fee. 
Ther faw I Dane yturned til a tree, 
I mene not hite the goddeffe Diane, 
But Peneus daughter, which that highte Dane. 
Ther .faw I Atteon an hart ymaked, 
For vengeance that he faw Diane all naked: 
I faw how that his houndes have him caught, 
And freten him, for that they knew him naught. 2070 
Yet peinted was a lite! forthermore, 
How Athalante hunted the wilde bore, ' 
And Meleagre, and many another mo, 
For which Diane wroughte hem care and wo, 
Vou. I, G ‘Ther 
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Ther faw I many another wonder ftorie, 
Fhe which me lifte not drawen to memorie. 
This goddeffe on an hart ful heye fete, 
With fmale houndes all aboute hire fete, 
And undernethe hire feet fhe hadde a mone, 
Wexing it was, and fhulde wanen fone. 2086 
In gaudy grene hire ftatue clothed was, 
With bow in hond, and arwes in a casé 
Hire eyen cafte fhe ful low adoun, 
Ther Pluto hath his derke regiouns 
A woman travailling was hire beforney 
But for hire childe fo longe was unborne 
Ful pitoufly Lucina gan fhe call, 
And fayed ; helpe, for thou mayft befte of all. 
Wel coude he peinten lifly that 1 wrought, 
With many a florein he the hewes bought. 2099 
Now ben thefe liftes made,’ and Thefeus 
That at his grete coft arraied thus 
The temples, and the theatre everidel, 
Whan it-was dony him liked wonder wel. 
But ftint I wol of Thefeus a lite, 
And fpeke of Palamon and of Arcitey 
The day approcheth of hir returning, 
That everich fhuld an hundred knightes bring, 
"The bataille to daireine, as I you told; 
And til Athenes hir covenant for to hold, 2109 
Hath 
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Hath everich of hem brought an hundred knightes 
Wel armed for the werre at alle rightes, 
And fikerly, ther trowed many a man 
That never fithen that the world began, 
As for to fpeke of knighthood of hir hond, 
As feras God hath maked fee and lond, 
N’as of fo fewe, fo noble a compagnie: 
¥ or every wight that loved chevalrie, 
And wold his thankes han a paflant name, 
Hath praied; that he might ben of that game, 2110 
And wel was him, that therto chofen was: 
For 1f ther fell to-morwe fwiche a cas, 
_ Ye knowen wel, that every lufty knight, 
That loveth.par amour, and hath his might, 
Were it in Englelond, or ellefwher, 
They wold hir thankes willen to be ther; 
To fight for a lady, a! benedicite, 
Tt were a lufty fighte for to fe. 
And right fo ferden they with Palathon. 
With him ther wenten knightes many on. 2120 
Som wol ben armed in an haberseon, 
And in a breft plate, and in a gipon; 
And fom wol have a pair of plates large, 
And fom wol have a Pruce fheld, or a targe ; 
Som wol ben armed on his legges wele, 
And have an axe, and fom a mace of ftele. 
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Ther n’is no newe guife, that it n’as old. 
Armed they weren, as I have you told _ 
Everich after his opinion. ; 
Ther maift thou fe coming with Palamon 2130 
Licurge himfelf, the grete king of Trace: 
Blake was his berd, and manly was his face. 
The cercles of his eyen im his hed 
They gloweden betwixen yelwe and red, 
And like a griffon loked he about, 
With kemped heres on his browes ftout ; 
His limmes gret, his braunes hard and ftronge, 
His fhouldres brode, his armes round and longe. 
And as the guife was in his contree, 
Ful highe upon a char of gold ftood he, 2140 
With foure white bolles in the trais. 
Inftede of cote armure on his harnais, 
With nayles yelwe, and bright as any gold, 
He hadde a beres fkin, cole-blake for old. 
His longe here was kempt behind his bak, 
As any ravenes fether it fhone for blake. 
A wreth of gold arm-gret, of huge weight, 
Upon his hed fate ful of ftones bright, - 
Of fine rubins and of diamants.. 
About his char ther wenten white alauns, 21590 
‘Twenty and mo, as gret as any ftere, 
To hunten at, the leon or the dere, 
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Colered with gold, and torettes filed round, 

An hundred lordes had he in his route 

Armed full wel, with hertes fterne and ftoute. 
With Arcita, in ftories as men find, 

The gret Emetrius the king of Inde, 

Upon a ftede bay, trapped in ftele, 

Covered with cloth of gold diapred wele, 2160 

Came riding like the god of armes Mars. 

His cote armure was of a cloth of Tars, 

Couched with perles, white, and round and grete,. 

His fadel was of brent gold new ybete ; 

A mantelet upon his fhouldres hanging 

Bret-ful of rubies red, as fire fparkling. 

Fis crifpe here like ringes was yronne, 

And that was yelwe, and glitered as the fonne, 

His nofe was high, his eyen bright citrin, 

His lippes round, his colour was fanguin, 2170 

A fewe fraknes in his face yfpreint, 

Betwixen yelwe and blake fomdel ymeint, 

And as a leon he his loking cafte. 

Of five and twenty yere his age I cafte, 

His berd was wel begonnen for to fpring; 

His vois was as a trompe thondering. 

Upon his hed he wered of laurer grene- 

A gerlond fresfhe and lufty for to fene. 
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Upon his hond he bare for his deduit 

An egle tame, as any lily whit. 2189 

An hundred lordes had he with him there, __ 

All armed fave hir hedes in all hgr gere, 

Ful richely in alle manere thinges. 

For trufteth wel, that erles, dukes, kinges 

Were gathered in this noble compagnie, 

For love, and for encrefe of chevalrie. 

About this king ther yan on eyery part 

Ful many a tame leon and leopart. 
And in this wife, thefe lordes all and fome 

Ben on the Sonday to the citee come 2.190 

Abouten prime, and in the toun alight. 
This Thefeus, this duk, this worthy knight, 

Whan he had brought hem into his citee, 

And inned hem, everich at his degree, 

He fefteth hem, and doth fo gret labour 

To efen hem, and don hem all honour, 

That yet men wenen that no mannes wit 

Of non eftat ne coud amenden it, 

The minftralcie, the.fervice at the fefle, 

The grete yeftes to the moft and lefte, ec. 1} 3209 

The riche array of Thefeus paleis, 

Ne who fate firft ne laft upon the deis, 

What ladies fayreft ben or beft dancing, 

Or which of hem can carole beft or fing, 
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Ne who moft felinely fpeketh of love s 
What haukes fitten on the perche above, 
What houndes liggen on the floor adoun, 
Of all this now make I no mentioun ; 
But of the effe&t s that thinketh me the befte; 22069 
Now cometh the point, and herkeneth if you lefte. 
The Sonday night, or day began to fpring, 
Whan Palamon the larke herde fing, 
Although it n’ere not day by houres two, 
Wet fang the larke, and Palamon right tho 
With holy herte, and with an high corage 
He rofe, to wenden oa his pilgrimage 
Unto the blisful Citherea benigne, 
I mene Venus, honourable and digne. 
And in hire houre, he walketh forth a pas 
Unto the liftes, ther hire temple was, 2220 
And doun he kneleth, and with humble chere 
And herte fore, he fayde as ye fhul here, 
Fayreit of fayre, o lady min Venus, 
Daughter to Jove, and fpoufe of Vulcan, 
Thou glader of the mount of Citheron, 
For thilke love thou haddeft to Adon 
Have pitee on my bitter teres {mert, 
And take myn humble praier at thin hex... 
Alas! I ne have no langage to tell 
The effecte, ne the torment of min hell; 2230 
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Min herte may min harmes not bewrey ; 
I am fo confufe, that I cannot fay. 

But mercy, lady bright, that knoweft wele 
My thought, and feeft what harmes that I fele, 
Confider all this, and rue upon my fore, 

As willy as I fhall for evermore 

Emforth my might, thy trewe fervant be, 

And holden werre alway with chaftite : 

‘That make ] min avow, fo ye me helpe. 

J kepe nought of armes for to yelpe, 22.40 
Ne axe I nat to-morwe to have vidtorie, 

Ne renoun in this cas, ne vaine glorie 

Of pris of armes, blowen up and doun, 

But I wold have fully poffeffioun 

Of Emelie, and die in hire fervife ; 

Find thou the manere how, and in what wife. 

I rekke not; but it may better be, 

To have vigtorie of hem, or they of me, 

So that I have my lady in min armes. 

For though fo be that Mars is cod of armes, 2250 
Your vertue is fo grete in heyen above, 

That if you litte, I {hal wel have my love. 

Thy temple wol I worfhip evermo, 

And on thin auter, wher J ride or go, 
I wol don facrifice, and fires bete. 


And if ye wol not fo, my lady fwete, 
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Than pray I you, to-morwe with a fpere 
That Arcita me thurgh the herte bere, 
‘Than rekke I not whan I have loft my lif, 

Though that Arcita win hire to his wif. 226@ 
‘This is the effecte and ende of my praiere ; 

Yeve me iny love, thou blisful lady dere, 

Whan the orifon was don of Palamon, 

His facrifice he did, and that anon, 

Full pitoufly, with alle circumftances, 

All tell I not as now his obfervances, 

But at the laft the ftatue of Venus fhoke, 

And made a figne, wherby that he toke, 

That his praiere accepted was that day. 

For though the figne fhewed a delay, 2240 
Yet wift he wel that granted was his bone; 

And with glad herte he went him home ful fone. 

The thridde houre inequal that Palamon 

Began to Venus temple for to gon, 

Up rofe the fonne, and up rofe Emelie, 

And to the temple of Diane gan hie. 

Hire maydens, that fhe thider with hire ladde, 

Ful redily with hem the fire they hadde, 
Th’encenfe, the clothes, and the remenant all, 
That to the facrifice lorigen fhall. 2286 
The hornes ful of mede, as was the gife, 

Ther lakked nought to don hire facrifife. 
| Smoking 
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Smoking the temple, ful of clothes fayre, 
This Emelie with herte debonaire 
Hire body wesfhe with water of a well, 
But how fhe did hire rite I dare not tell ¢ 
But it be any thing in general ; 
And yet it were a game to heren alls 
To him that meneth wel it n’ere no charge : 
But it is good a man to ben at large, 2.290 
Hire bright here kembed was, untreffed all, 
A coroune of a grene oke cerial 
Upon hire hed was fet ful fayre and mete. 
‘Two fires on the auter gan fhe bete, 
And did hire thinges, as men may behold 
In Stace of Thebes, and thefe bokes old. 

Whan kindled was the fire, with pitous chere 
Unto Diane fhe fpake, as ye may here. 

O chafte goddefle of the wodes grene, 
To whom both heven and erthe and fee is fene, 2 300 
Quene of the regne of Pluto, derke and lowe, 
Goddefle of maydens, that min herte haft knowe 
Ful many a yere, and woft what I defire, 
As kepe me fro thy vengeance and thin ire, 
That Atteon aboughte cruelly : 
Chafte goddeffe, wel woteft thou that I 
Defire to ben a mayden all my lif, 
Ne never wol I be no love ne wif, ; 
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{ am (thou woft) yet of thy compagnie, 
A mayde, and love hunting and venerie, 2310 
And for to walken in the wodes wilde, 
And not to ben a wif, and be with childe. 
Nought wol I knowen compagnie of man. 
Now helpe me, lady, fith ye may and can, 
For tho three formes that thou haft in thee. 
And Palamon, that hath fiche love to me, 
And eke Arcite, that loveth me fo fore, 
This grace I praie thee withouten more, 
As fende love and pees betwix hem two: 
And fro metorne away hir hertes fo, 2320 
That all hir hote love, and hir defire, 
And all hir befy torment, and hir fire 
Be queinte, or torned in another place. 
And if fo be thou wolt not do me grace, 
Or if my deftinee be fhapen fo, 
That I fhall nedes have on of hem two, 
As fende me him that moft defireth me. 

Beholde, goddeffe of clene chattite, 
The bitter teres, that on my chekes fall. 
Sin thou art mayde, and keper of us all, 2.330 
My maydenhed thou kepe and wel contferve, 
And while I live, a mayde I] wol thee ferve. 

The fires brenne upon the auter clere, 
While Emelie was thus in hire prajere: 
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But fodenly fhe faw a fighte queinte. 
For right anon on of the fires queinte, 
And quiked again, and after that anon 
That other fire was queinte, and: all agon: 
And as it queinte, it made a whifteling, 
As don thefe brondes wet in hir brenning, 2.240 
And at the brondes ende outran anon 
As it were blody dropes many on : 
For which fo fore agaft was Emelie, 
That fhe was wel neigh mad, and gan to crie, 
For fhe ne wifte what it fignified ; 
But only for the fere thus fhe cried, 
And wept, that it was pitee for to here. 
And therwithall Diane gan appere 
With bowe in hond, right as an huntereffe, 
And fayde; doughter, ftint thin hevineffe. 2350 
Among the goddes highe it is affermed, 
find by eterne word written and confermed, 
Thou fhalt be wedded unto on of tho, 
That han for thee fo mochel care and wo: 
But unto which of hem I may not tell. 
Farewel, for here J may no longer dwell. 
The fires which that on min auter brenne, 
Shal thee declaren er that thou go henne, 
Thin aventure of love, as in this cas. 


And with that word, the arwes in the cas 2360 
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Of the goddeffe clatteren faft and ring, 
And forth fhe went, and made a vanifhing, 
For which this Emelie aftonied was, 
And fayde; what amounteth this, alas! 
I putte me in thy protection, 
Diane, and in thy difpofition. 
And home fhe goth anon the nexte way. 
This is the effete, ther n’is no more to fay. 
The nexte houre of Mars folwing this 
Arcite unto the temple walked is 2340 
Of fierce Mars, to don his facrifife 
With all the rites of his payen wife. 
With pitous herte and high devotion, 
~ Right thus to Mars he fayde his orifon. 
O ftronge god, that in the regnes cold 
Of Trace honoured art, and lord yhold, 
And haft in every regne and every lond 
Of armes all the bridel in thin hond, 
And hem fortuneft as thee’ lift devife, 
Accept of me my pitous facrifife. 2.389 
If fo be that my youthe may deferve, 
And that my might be worthy for to ferve 
Thy godhed, that I may ben on of thine, 
Than praje I thee to rewe upon my pine, 
For thilke peine, and thilke hote fire, 
}a which thou whilom brendeft for defire 
G 4 Whanne 
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Whanne that thou ufedeft the beautee 

Of fayre yonge Venus, frefhe and free, 

And haddeft hire in armes at thy wille: 

Although thee: ones on a time misfille, 2.3.90 
Whan Vulcanus had caught thee in his las, 

\nd fond thee ligging by his wif, alas! 
For thilke forwe that was tho in thin herte, 
Have reuthe as wel upon my peines {merte. 

[ am yonge and unkonning, as thou woft, 
And, as I trow, with love offended moft, 
That ever was ony lives. creature : 
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For fhe, that doth me-all this. wo endure, 


1 


Ne recceth never, whether I finke or flete. 
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And wel I wot, or fhe me mercy hete, 2400 
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I mofte with ftrengthe win hire in the place : 
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And wel I wot, withouten helpe or grace 

Of a ne may my ftrengthe not availle : 
Than helpe me, lord, to-morwe in my bataille, 
For thilke fire that whilom:brenned thee, 

As wel as that this fire now brenneth me $ 
And do, that I te-morwe may han viétorie. 
Min be the travaille, and thin be the glorie. 
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Thy foveraine temple wol I moft honouren 


O ei ony place, and alwa moft labouren 2410 
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In thy plefance and in thy craftes ftrong, 

And in thy temple I wol my baner hong, 
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And all the armes of my compagnie, 

And evermore, until that day I die, 

Eterne fire I wol beforne thee find. 

And eke to this avow I wol me bind. 

My berd, my here that hangeth long adoun, 

That never yet felt non offenfion 

Of rafour ne of fhere, I wol thee yeve, 

And ben thy trewe fervant while I live. 242.0 

Now, lord, have reuthe upon my forwes fore, 

Yeve me tlie vi&tori¢, I axe thee no more. 
The praier ftint of Arcita the ftronge, 

The ringes on the temple dore that honge, 

And eke the dores clattereden ful faft, 

Of which Arcita fomwhat him agaft. 

The fires brent upon the auter bright, 

‘That it gan all the temple for to lights 

A {wete fmell anon the ground up yaf, 

And Arcita anon his hond up haf, 2.4.30 

And more encenfe into the fire he caft, 

With other rites mo, and at the laft 

The ftatue of Mars began his hauberke ring ; 

And with that foun he herd a murmuring 

Ful low and dim, that fayde thus, Victorie. 

For which he yaf to Mars honour and glorie. 
And thus with joye, and hope wel to fare 

Arcite anon unto his inne is fare 
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As fayn as foul is of the brighte fonne. 
And right anon fwiche ftrif ther is begonne 2440 
For thilke granting, in the heven aboye, 
Betwixen Venus the goddefle of love, 
And Mars the fterne god armipotent, 
That Jupiter was befy it to ftent : 
Til that the pale Saturnus the colde, 
That knew fo many of aventures olde, 
Fond in his olde experience and art, 
That he ful fone hath plefed every part. 
As footh is fayd, elde hath gret avantage, 
In elde is bothe wifdom and ufage : 2450 
Men may the old out-renne, but not out-rede. 
Saturne anon, to ftenten ftrif and drede, 
Al be it that it is again his kind, 
Of all this ftrif, he gan a remedy find, 
My dere doughter Venus, quod Saturne, 
My cours that hath fo wide for to turne, 
Hath more power than wot any man. 
Min is the drenching in the fee fo wan, 
Min is the prifon in the derke cote, 
Min is the ftrangel and hanging by the throte, 2466 
‘The mutmure, and the cherles rebelling, 
The groyning, and the prive empoyfoning, 
I do vengeance and pleine correétion, 
While I dwell in the figne of the leon. 
Min 
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Min is the ruine of the highe halles, 

The falling of the toures and of the walles 

Upon the minour, or the carpenter : 

I flew Sampfon in fhaking the piler: 

Min ben alfo the maladies colde, 

‘The derke trefons, and the caftes olde: 24.70 

My loking is the fader of peftilence. 

Now wepe no more, I fhal do diligence, 

That Palamon, that is thin owen knight, 

“Shal have his lady, as thou haft him hight. 

Thogh Mars fhal help his knight yet natheles, 

Betwixen you ther mot fomtime be pees : 

All be ye not of o complexion, 

‘That caufeth all day fwiche divifion. 

J am thin ayel, redy at thy will; 

Wepe now no more, I fhal thy luft fulfill, 2480 
Now wol I ftenten of the goddes above, 

Of Mars, and of Venus goddeffe of love, 

And tellen you as plainly as I can 

The gret effet, for which that I began. 
Gret was the fefte in Athenes thilke day, 

And eke the lufty fefon of that May 

Made every wight to ben in fwiche plefance, 

That all that monday juften they and dance, 

And fpenden it in Venus highe fervife. 

But by the caufe that they fhulden rife 2490 

mart, 1, H Exly 
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Erly a-morwe for to feen the fight, 
Unto hir refte wenten they at night. 
And on the morwe whan the day gan {pring, 
Of hors and harneis noife and clattering 
Ther was in the hoftelries all aboute : 
And to the paleis rode ther many-a route 
Of lordes, upon ftedes and palfreis. 

Ther mayft thou fee devifing of harneis 
So uncouth and fo riche, and wrought fo wele 
Of goldfmithry, of brouding, and of ftele; 2500 
The fheldes brighte, tefteres, and trappures ; 
Gold-hewen helmes, hauberkes, cote armures 5 
Lordes in parementes on hir courferes, 
Knightes of retenue, and eke fquieres, 
Nailing the fperes, and helmes bokeling, 
Gniding of fheldes, with lainers lacing ; 
her as nede is, they weren nothing ide: 
he fomy ftedes on the golden bridel 
Gnawing, and faft the armureres alfo 
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With file and hammer prikingtoand fro; 2510 

Yemen on foot, and communes many on 

With fhorte ftaves, thicke as they may gon 5 

Pipes, trompes, nakeres, and clariounes, 

‘That in the bataille blowen blody founes 5 

The paleis ful of peple up and doun, 

Here three, they-ten, holding hir queftioun, 
Devining 
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Devining of thefe Theban knightes two. 
Som fayden thus, fom fayde it fhal be fo; 
Som helden with him with the blacke berd, 
Som with the balled, fom with the thick herd ; 2626 
Som faide he loked grim, and wolde fichte : 
He hath a fparth of twenty pound of wighte. 
Thus was the halle full of devining 
Long after that the fonne gan up fring. 
The gret Thefeus that of his ilepe is waked 
With. minftralcie and noife that was maked, 
Held yet the chambre of his paleis riche, 
Til that the Theban knightes bothe yliche 
_ Honoured were, and to the paleis fette. 
Duk Thefeus is at a window fette, 2530 
Araied right as he were a god in trone : 
The peple prefeth thiderward ful fone 
Him for to feen, and don high reverence, 
And eke to herken his hefte and his fentence. 
An heraud on a fcaffold made an o, 
Til that the noife of the peple was ydo : 
And: whan he faw the peple of noifé al ftill, 
Thus fhewed he the mighty dukes will. 
The lord-hath of his high difcretion 
Confidered, that it were deftru@tion 2540 
To gentil blood, to fighten in the gife 
Of mortal batailfe now in this emprife ; 
ap Ee. Wher- 
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Wherfore to fhapen that they fhul not die, 
He wol his firfte purpos modifie. 
No man therfore, up peine of loffe of lif, 
No maner fhot ne pollax, ne fhort knif 
Into the liftes fend, or thider bring. — 
Ne fhort fwerd for to ftike with point biting 
No man ne draw, ne bere it by his fide. 
Ne no man fhal unto his felaw ride 255° 
But o cours, with a fharpe ygrounden fpere : 
Foin if him lift on foot, himfelf to were. 
And he that is at mefchief, fhal be take, 
And not flaine, but be brought unto the ftake, 
That fhal ben ordeined on eyther fide, 
Thider he fhal by force, and ther abide. 
And if fo fall, the chevetain be take 
On eyther fide, or elles fleth his make, 
No longer fhal the tourneying ylaft. 
God fpede you ; goth forth and lay on faft. 2560 
With longe fwerd and with mafe fighteth your fill. 
Goth now your way; this is the lordes will. 
The vois of the peple touched to the heven, 
So loude crieden they with mery fteven: 
God fave fwiche a lord that is fo good, 
He wilneth no deftruétion of blood. 
Up gon the trompes and the melodie, 
And to the liftes rit the compagnic¢ 
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By ordinance, thurghout the cite large, 
Hanged with cloth of gold, and not with farge, 2570 
Ful like a lord this noble duk gan ride, 
And thefe two Thebans upon eyther fide : 
And after rode the quene and Emelie, 
And after that another compagnie 
Of on and other, after hir degree, 
And thus they paflen thurghout the citee, 
And to the liftes comen they be time: 
It n’as not of the day yet fully prime. 
Whan fet was Thefeus ful rich and hie, 
Tpolita the quene, and Emelie, | 2.580 
And other ladies in degrees aboute, 
Unto the fetes prefeth all the route. 
And weftward, thurgh the gates under Mart 
Arcite, and eke the hundred of his part, 
With baner red, is entred right anon ; 
And in the felve moment Palamon 
Is, under Venus, eftward in the place, 
With baner white, and hardy chere and face, 
In all the world, to feken up and doun, 
So even without variatioun 2 590 
‘Ther n’ere fwiche compagnies never twey. 
For ther was non fo wife that coude fey, 
That any hadde of other avantage 
Of worthinefle, ne of eftat, ne age, 
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So even were-they chofen for to geffe, 

And in two renges fayre they hem dreffe. 

Whan that hir names red were everich on, 

That in hir nombre gile were ther. non, 

Tho were the gates fhette, and cried was loude ; 

Do now your devoir, yonge knightes proude. 2600 
The heraudes left hir priking up and doun. 

Now ringen trompes loud and clarioun, 

‘Ther 1s no more to fay, but eft and weft 

In gon the fperes fadly in the reft; 

In goth the fharpe fpore into the. fide. 

Ther fee men who can jute, and who can ride; 

Ther fhiveren fhaftes upon fheldes thicke ; 

He feleth thurgh the herte {pone the pricke, 

Up fpringeén fperes twenty foot on highte ; 

Out gon the {werdes as the filver brighte. 1616 

The helmes they to-hewen, and to-fhrede ; 

Out breft the blod, with fterne ftremes rede. 

‘With mighty maees the bones they to-brefte. 

He thurgh the thickeft of the throng gan threfte. 

Ther ftomblen ftedes ftrong, and doun goth all. 

He rolleth under foot as doth a ball. 

He foineth on his foo with a tronchoun, 

And he him burtleth with his hors adoun. 

He thurgh the body is hurt, and fith ytake 

Maugre his hed, and brought unto the ftake, 2620 

As 
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As forword was, right ther he muft abide. 

Another lad is on that other fide. 

And fomtime doth hem Thefeus to reft, 

Hem to refrefh, and drinken if hem left. 
Ful oft a day han thilke Thebanes two 

Togeder met, and wrought eche other wo : 

Unhorfed hath eche other of hem twey. 

Ther n’as no tigre in the vale of Galaphey, 

Whan that hire whelpe is ftole, whan it is lite, 

So cruel on the hunt, as is Arcite 2630 

For jalous herte upon this Palamon : 

Ne in Belmarie ther n’is fo fell leon, 

That hunted is, or for his hunger wood, 

~ Ne of his prey defireth fo the blood, . 

As Palamon to fleen his foo Arcite. 

The jalous ftrokes on hir helmes bite; 

Out renneth blood on both hir fides rede, 
Somtime an ende ther is of every dede, 

For er the fonne unto the refte went, 

‘The ftronge king Emetrius gan-hent 2.640 

This Palamon, as he fought with Arcite, 

And made his fwerd depe in his flefh to bite, 

And by the foree of twenty is he take 

Unyolden, and ydrawen to the ftake. 

And in the refcous of this Palamon 

The ftronge king Licurge is borne adoun : 
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And king Emetrius for all his ftrengthe 
Is borne out of his fadel a fiverdes lengthe, 
So hitte him Palamon or he were take: 
But all for nought, he was brought te the ftake : 26 5° 
His hardy herte might him helpen naught, 
He mofte abiden, whan that he was caught, 
By force, and eke by compofition, 
Who forweth now but woful Palamon? 
That mofte no more gon again to fight. 
And whan that Thefeus had feen that fight, 
Unto the folk that foughten thus eche on, 
He cried, ho!, no more, for it is don. 
I wol, be trewe juge, and not partie, 
Arcite of Thebes fhal have Emelie, 2669 
That by his fortune hath hire fayre ywonne. 
Anon ther is a noife of peple begonne 
For joye of this, fo loud and high withall, 
It femed that the liftes fhulden fall. 
What can now fayre Vehus don above ? 
What faith fhe now? what doth this quene of love ? 
But wepeth fo, for wanting of hire will, 
Tul that hire teres in the liftes fill: 
She fayde: I am afhamed doutelees. 
Saturnus‘fayde; Daughter, hold thy pees. 2670 
Mars hath his will, his knight hath all his bone, 


And by sin hed thou fhalt ben efed fone. 


The 


The trompoures with the loude minftralcie, 


The heraudes, that fo loude yell and crie, 
Ben in hir joye for wele of Dan Arcite, 
But herkeneth me, and ftenteth noife a lite, 
Whiche a miracle ther befell anon. 


This fierce Arcite hath of his helme ydon, 


And on a courfer for to fhew his face 
He priketh endelong the large place, 
Loking upward upon this Emelie ; 
And fhe again him caft a frendlich eye, 
(For women, as to fpeken in commune, 
‘They folwen all the favour of fortune) 
And was all his in chere, as his in herte. 
Out of the ground a fury infernal fterte, 
From Pluto fent, at requefte of Saturne, 
For which his hors for fere gan to turne, 
And lepte afide, and foundred as he lepe : 
And er that Arcite may take any kepe, 
He pight him on the pomel of his hed, 
That in the place he lay as he were ded, 
His breft to-broften with his fadel bow. 
As blake he lay as any cole or crow, 
So was the blood yronnen in his face. 
Anon he was yborne out of the place 
With herte fore, to Thefeus paleis. 
Tho was he corven out of his harneis, 
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And in a bed ybrought ful fayre and blive, 


For he was yet in memorie, and live, 2709 


And alway crying after Emelie, 
Duk Thefeus, with all his compagnie, 
Is comen home to Athenes his citee, 
With alle bliffe and gret folempnite. 
Al be it that this aventure was falle, 
He n’olde not difcomforten hem alle. 
Men fayden eke, that Arcite fhal not die, 
He {hal ben heled of his maladie, 
And of another thing they were as fayn, 
That of hem alle was ther non yflain, 2719 
Al were they fore yhurt, and namely on, 
That with a fpere was thirled his breft bone, 
To other woundes, and to broken armes, i 
Som hadden falves, and fom hadden charmes : 
And fermacies of herbes, and eke fave 


They dronken, for they wold hir lives have. 


For which this noble duk, as he wel can, 
Comforteth and honoureth every man, 

And made revel all the longe night, 

Unto the ftrange lordes, as was right, 2720 
Ne ther n’as holden no difcomforting, 

But as at juftes or a tourneying 5 
For fothly ther n’as. no difcomfiture, 
For falling nis not but an ayenture. 
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Ne to be lad by force unto a ftake 
Unyolden, and with twenty knightes take, 
O perfon all alone, withouten mo, 
And haried forth by armes, foot, and too, 
And eke his ftede driven forth with ftaves, 
With footmen, bothe yemen and eke knaves, 27 30 
It was aretted him no vilanie : 
‘Ther may no man clepen it cowardie. 
For which anon duk Thefeus let crie, 
‘To ftenten alle rancour and envie, 
The gree as wel of o fide as of other, 
And eyther fide ylike, as others brother: 
And yave hem giftes after hir degree, 
And helde a fefte fully dayes three : 
And conveyed the kinges worthily 
Out of his toun a journee largely. 2740 
And home went every man the righte way, 
Ther n’as no more, but farewel, have good day, 
Of this bataille I wol no more endite, 
But f{peke of Palamon and of Arcite. 
Swelleth the breft of Arcite, and the fore 
Encrefeth at his herte more and more. 
The clotered blood, for any leche-craft 
Corrumpeth, and is in his bouke ylaft, 
That neyther veine-blood, ne ventoufing, 
Ne drinke of herbes may ben his helping. 
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The vertue expulfif, or animal, 

Fro thilke vertue cleped natural, 

Ne may the venime voiden, ne expell. 

The pipes of his longes gan to fwell, 

And every lacerte in his breft adoun 

Is fhent with venime and corruptioun, 

Him gaineth neyther, for to get his lif, 

Vomit upward, ne dounward laxatif 5 

All is to-broften thilke region ; 

Nature hath now no domination. 2769 

And certainly ther nature wol not werche, 

Farewel phyfike ; go bere the man to cherche, 

This is all and fom, that Arcite mofte die. 

For which he fendeth after Emelie, 

And Palamon, that was his cofin dere. 

Than fayd he thus, as ye fhuln after here. 
Nought may the woful fpirit in myn herte 

Declare o point of all my forwes fmerte 

To you, my lady, that I love moft; 

But I bequethe the fervice of my goft 27 

To you:aboven every creature, 

Sin that my lif ne may no lenger dure. 
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Alas the wo! alas the peines jtrong, 
That I for you have fuffered, and fo longe! 
Alas the deth! alas min Emelie! 
Alas departing of our compagnie! 
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Alas min hertes quene! alas my wif! 
Min hertes ladie, ender of my lif ! 

What is this world ? what axen nien to have? 
Now with his love, now in his colde grave 2780 
Alone withouten any compagnie. 

Farewel my {wete, farewel min Emelie, 

And fofte take me in your armes twey, 

For love of God, and herkeneth what I fey. 

I have here with my cofin Palamon 

Had ftrif and rancour many a day agon 

For love of you, and for my jaloufie. 

And Jupiter fo wis my foule gie, | 

To {peken of a ‘fervant ‘proprely, 

With alle circumftances trewely, 279Q 
That is to fayn, trouth, honour, and knighthede, 
Wiidom, humblefle, eftat, and high kinrede, 
Fredom, and all that longeth to that art, 

So Jupiter have of my foule part, 

As in this world right now ne know I -non, 

So worthy to be loved as Palamon, 

That ferveth you, and wol don all his lif, 

And if that ever ye fhal ben a wif, 

Yoryete not Palamon, the gentil man. 

And with that word his fpeche faille began. 2800 

For from his feet up to -his breft was come 

The cold of deth, that had him overnome. 
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And yet moreover in his armes two 
The vital ftrength is loft, and all ago. 
Only the intelleét, withouten more, 
That dwelled in his herte fike and fore, 
Gan faillen, whan the herte felte deth; 
Dufked his eyen two, and failled his breth. 
But on his ladie yet caft he his eye ; 
His lafte word was; Mercy, Emehie! ‘2810 
His fpirit changed hous, and wente ther, 
As I came never I cannot tellen wher. 
Therfore I ftent, I am no diviniftre ; 
Of foules find I not in this regiftre. 
Ne me luft not th’ opinions to telle 
Of hem, though that they writen wher they dwelle, 
Arcite is cold, ther Mars his foule gie. 
Now wol I fpeken forth of Emelie. 

Shright Emelie, and houleth Palamon, 
And Thefeus his fifter toke anon 28% 
Swouning, and bare hire from the corps away. 
What helpeth it to tarien forth the day, 
To tellen how fhe wep both even and morwe? 
For in fwiche cas wimmen have {wiche forwe, 
Whan that hir houfbonds ben fro hem ago, 
Fhat for the more part they forwen fo, 
Or elles fallen in fwiche maladie, 
That atte lafte certainly they die, 

| Infinite 
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Infinite ben the forwes and the teres 
OF olde folk, and folk of tendre yeres, 2830 
In all the toun for deth of this Theban : 
For him ther wepeth bothe child and man, 
So gret a weping was ther non certain, 
Whan Heétor was ybrought, all frefh yflain 
To Troy, alas ! the pitee that was there, 
Cratching of chekes, rending eke of here. 
Why woldeft thou be ded? thife women crie, 
And haddeft gold ynough, and Emelie. 
No man might gladen this duk Thefeus, 
Saving his olde fader Egeus, 2840 
That knew this worldes tranfinutatioun, 
As he had {een it chaungen up and doun, 
Joye after wo, and wo after gladneffe ; 
And fhewed him enfample and likeneffe. 
Right as ther died never man (quod he) 
That he ne lived in erth in fom degree, 
Right fo ther lived never man (he feyd) 
In all this world, that fomtime he ne deyd. 
This world n’is but a thurghfare ful of wo, 
And we ben pilgrimes, paffing to and fro: 2856 
Deth is an end of every worldes fore. 


And over all this yet faid he mochel more 
To this effe&t, ful wifely to enhert 
The peple, that they fhuld hem recomfort, 


Duk 
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Duk Thefeus with all his befy cure 
He cafteth now, wher that the fepulture 
Of good Arcite may beft ymaked be, 
And eke moft honourable in his degree. 
And at the laft he toke conclufion, 
That ther as firft Arcite and Palamon 2860 
Hadden for love the bataille hem betwene, 
That in that felye grove, fote and grene, 
Ther as he hadde his amorous defires, 
His complaint, and for love his hote fires, 
He wolde make a fire; in which the office 
Of funeral he might all accomplife ; 
And lete anon commande to hack and hewe 
The okes old, and lay hem on a rew 
In culpons, wel araied for to brenne. 
His officers with fwifte feet they renne 2840 
And ride ahon at his commandement. 
And after this, this Thefeus hath fent 
After a bere, and it all overfpradde 
With cloth of gold, the richeft that he hadde ; 
And of the fame fuit he cladde Arcite. 
«Upon his hondes were his gloves white, 
Eke on his hed a croune of laurer grene, 
And in his hond a fwerd ful bright and kene, 
He laid him bare the vifage on the bere, 
Therwith he wept that pitee was to here. 2880 


And 
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And for the peple f{hulde feen him alle, 


Whan it was day he brought him to the halle, 


That roreth of the crying and the foun, 

Tho came-this woful Theban Palamon 
With flotery berd, and ruggy-asfhy heres, 
In clothes. blake, ydropped all with teres, 
And (paffing over of weping Emelie) 

The reufulleft of all the compagnie. 

And in as much as the fervice fhuld be 
The more noble and riche in his degree, . 
Duk Thefens let forth three ftedes bring, 
‘That trapped were in ftele all glittering, 

_And covered with the armes of Dan Arcite, 
And eke upon thefe ftedes gret and white 
Ther faten folk, of which on bare his fheld, 
Another his fpere up in his hondes held ; 
The thridde bare with him his bow Turkeis, 
Of brent gold was the cas and the harncis : 
And riden forth a pas with forweful chere 
‘Toward the grove, as ye fhul after here. 

The nobleft of the Grekes that ther were 
Upon hir fhuldres carrieden the bere, 

With flacke pas, and eyen red and wete, 
Thurghout the citee, by the maifter ftrete, 


That fprad was all with black, and wonder hie 


Right of the fame is all the ftrete ywrie. 
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Upon the right hand went olde Egeus, 
And on that other fide duk Thefeus, 
With veffels in hir hond of gold ful fine, 
All ful of hony, milk, and blood, and wine; 2910 
Eke Palamon, with ful gret compagnie ‘ 

And after that came weful Emelie, 

With fire in hond, as was that time the gife; 

To don the office of funeral fervice. 

High labour, and ful gret apparailling 

Was at the fervice of that fire making, 

‘That with his grene top the heven raught, 

And twenty fadoin of brede the armes ftraught: 
This is to fain, the boughes were fo brode. 

Of ftre firft ther was laied many a lode. 2920 

But how the fire was maked up on highte, 

And eke the names how the trees highte, 

As oke, fir, birch, afpe, alder, holm, poplere, 
Wilow, elm, plane, afh, box, cheftein, lind, laurere, 
Maple, thorn, beche, hafel, ew, whipultre, 

How they were feld, fhal not be told for me; 

Ne how the goddes rannen up and doun 

Difherited of hir habitatioun, 

In which they woneden in reft and pees, 

Nimphes, «a Faunes, and Amadriades ; 2930 

Ne how the beftes, and the briddes alle 
Fledden for fere, whan the wood gan falle ; 
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Ne how the ground agaft was of the light, 
‘That was not wont to fee the fonne bright 3 
Ne how the fire was couched firft with ftre, 
And than with drie ftickes cloven a-thre, 
And than with grene wood and {fpicerie, 

And than with cloth of gold and with perrie, 
And gerlonds hanging with ful many a flour, 
The murre, th’encenfe alfo witl fwete odour; 294% 
Ne how Arcita lay among all this, 

Ne what richeffe about his body is; 

Ne how that Emelie, as was the gife, 

Put in the fire of furteral fervice ; 

Ne how fhe fwouned whan fhe made the fire, 
Ne what fhe fpake, ne what was hire defire ; 
Ne what jewelles men in the fire catfte, 
Whan that the fire was gret and brente fafte ; 
Ne how fom caft hir fheld,; and fom hir fpere, 
And of hir veftimentes, which they were, 29590 
And cuppes full of wine, and milk, and blood, 
Into the fire, that brent as it were wood 3 

Ne how the Grekes with a huge route 

Three times riden all the fite aboute 

Upon the left hond, with a loud fhouting, 
And thries with hir fperes clatering ; 

And thries how the ladies gan to crie ; 

Ne how that led was homeward Emelie ; 
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Ne how Arcite is brent to afhen cold; 
Ne how the liche-wake was yhold 2960 
All thilke night, ne how the Grekes play. 
The wake-plaies ne kepe I not to fay: 
Who wreftled beft naked, with oile enoint, 
Ne who that bare him beft in no disjoint. 
I woll not tellen eke how they all gon 
Home til Athenes whan the play is don ; 
But fhortly to the point now wol I wende, 
And maken of my longe tale an ende. 
By proceffe and by lengthe of certain yeres 
All ftenten is the mourning and the teres 2970 
Of Grekes, by on general affent. 
Than femeth me ther was a parlement 
At Athenes, upon certain points and cas : 
Amonges the which points yfpoken was 
To have with certain contrees alliance, 
And have of Thebanes fully obeifance. 
For which this noble Thefeus anon 
Let fenden after gentil Palamon, — 
Unwift of him, what was the caufe and why: 
But in his blacke clothes forwefully 2980 
He came at his commandement on hie ; 
Tho fente Thefeus for Emelie. 
Whan they were fet, and hufht was al the place, 
And Thefeus abiden hath a {pace, 


Or 


r 


THE KNIGHTES TALE rr 


Or any word came from his wife breft 

His eyen fet he ther as was his left, 

And with a fad vifage he fiked full, 

And after that right thus he fayd his will. 

The firfte mover of the caufe above 

Whan he firfte made the fayre chaine of love, 299° 

Gret was th’effeét, and high was his entent ; 

Wel wift he why, and what therof he ment : 

For with that fayre chaine of love he bond 

The fire, the air, the watre, and the lond 

In certain bondes, that they may not flee : 

That fame prince and mover eke (quod he) 

Hath ftablifht, in this wretched world adoun, 

Certain of dayes and duration 

To all that are engendred in this place, 

Over. the which day they ne mow not pace, 3000 

Al mow they yet the dayes wel abrege. 

Ther nedeth non autoritee allege, 

For it is preved by experience, 

But that me luft declaren my fentence. 

Than may men by this ordre wel difcerne, 

That thilke mover ftable is and eterne. 

Wel may men knowen, but it be a fool, 

That every part deriveth from his hool. 

For nature hath not taken his beginning 

Of no partie ne cantel of a-thing, i 3010 
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But of a thing that parfit is and ftable, 

Defcending {o, til it be corrumpable. 

And therfore of his wife purveyance 

He hath {o vel befet his ordinance, 

That fpeces of thinges and progreffions 

ehullen enduren by fucceffions, 

And not eterne, withouten any lie: 

This maieft thou underftand and feen at eye. 

Lo the oke, that hath fo long a norifhing 

Fro the time that it ginneth firft to {pring, 3020 
AAnd hath fo long a lif, as ye may fee, 

Yet at the latte wafted is the tree. 

Confidereth eke, how that the harde ftone 

Under our feet, on which we trede and ron, 

It wafteth, as it lieth by the wey, 

‘The brade river fomtime wexeth drey. 

The grete tounes fee we wane and wende. 

Than may ye fee that all thing hath an ende. 

Of man and woman fee we wel alfo, 

That nedes in on of the termes two, 3030 
That is to fayn, in youthe or elles age, 

He mote be ded, the king as fhall a page ; 

Som in his. bed, fon in the depe fee, 

Som in the large feld, as ye may fee: 

Ther helpeth nought, all goth that ilke wey: 
‘Than may I fayn that alle thing mote dey. 

Whar 
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What maketh this but Jupiter the king ? 
The which is prince, and caufe of alle thing, 
Converting alle unto his propre wille, 
From which it is derived, foth to telle. 3040 
And here-againes no creature on live 
Of no degree availleth for to ftrive. 
Than is it wifdom, as it thinketh me, 
To maken vertue of neceflite, 
And take it wel, that we may not efchewe, 
And namely that to us all is dewe. 
And who fo grutcheth ought, he doth folie, 
And rebel is to him that all may gie. 
And certainly a man hath moft honour 
To dien in his excellence and flour, 3050 
Whan he is fiker of his goode name. 
Than hath he don his frend, ne him, no fhame $ 
And glader ought his frend ben of his deth, 
Whan with honour is yolden up his breth, 
Than whan his name appalled is for age ; 
For all foryetten is his vaflallage. 
‘Than is it beft, as for a worthy fame, 
To dien whan a man is beft of name. 
The contrary of all this is wilfulneffe. 
Why grutchen we? why have we hevinefie, 3060 
That good: Arcite, of chivalry the flour, 
Departed is, with dutee and honour, 
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Out of this foule prifon of this lif ? 

Why grutchen here his cofin and his wif 

Of his welfare, that loven him fo wel ? 

Can he hem thank? nay, God wot, never-a del, 
, 


1 Hh hie dene’ anceleuaen eee 
That both his foule, and cke hemfelf offend, 


But after forwe I rede us to -be merie, 3076 
And thanken Jupiter of all hi 
And er that we departen from this place, 
I rede that we make of forwes two 

O parfit joye lafting evermo : 
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And lJoketh now wher moft forwe is herein, 
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Ther wol I firfte amenden and begin. 


Sifter, (quod he) this is my full affent, 


ex 
se 
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With all th’avis here of my parlement, 
That gentil Palamon, your owen knight, 
That ferveth you with will, and herte, and might, 


a¢l 


hath don, fin ye firft hun knew, 3083 


And ever | 

That ye fhall of your grace upon him rew, 

And taken him for hufbond and for lord: 

Lene me your hand, for this is oure accord. 
Let fee now of your womanly pitee. 

He 1s a kinges brothers fone pardee, 

And though he were a poure bachelere, 

Sin he hath ferved you fo many a yere, 


And 
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And had for you, fo gret adverfite, 
It mofte ben confidered, leveth me. 3090 
For gentil mercy oweth to paffen right. 
Than fayd he thus to Palamon the knight 5 
I trow ther nedeth litel fermoning 
To maken you affenten to this thing. 
Cometh ner, and take your lady by the hond. 
Betwixen hem was maked anon the bond, 
That highte matrimoine or mariage, 
By all the confeil of the baronage. 
And thus with alle bliffe and melodie 
Hath Palamon ywedded Emelie. 3100 
And God that all this wide world hath wrought, 
Send him his love, that hath it dere ybought. 
For now is Palamon in alle wele, 
Living in bliffe, in richefle, and in hele, 
And Emelie him loveth fo tendrely, 
And he hire ferveth al fo centilly, 
That never was ther no word hem betwene 
Of jaloufie, ne of non other tene. 
Thus endeth Palamon and Emelie ; 
And God fave all this fayre compagnie. 3110 
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Wuavw that the Knight had thus his tale told, 
In all the compagnie n’as ther yong ne old, 
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"That he ne faid it was a noble ftorie, 
And worthy to be drawen to memorie ; 
And namely the gentiles everich on. 
Our Hofte lough and fwore, So mote I gon, 
This goth aright ; unbokeled is the male; 
Let fee now who fhal tel another tale: 
For trewely this game is wel begonne, 
Now telleth ye, fire Monk, if that ye conne, 3129 
Somwhat, to quiten with the knightes tale. | 
The Miller that for-dronken was all pale, 
So that unnethes upon his hors he fat, 
He n’old avalen neither hood ne hat, 
Ne abiden no man for his curtefie, 
But in Pilates vois he gan to crie, 
And {wore by armes, and by blood, and bones, 
{ can a noble tale for the nones, 
With which I wol now quite the knightes tale. 
Our Hofte faw that he was dronken of ale, 3130 
And fayd; abide, Robin, my leve brother, 
Som better man fhall tell us firft another : 
Abide, and let us werken thriftily. 
By Goddes foule (quod he) that wol not I, 
For I wol fpeke, or elles go my way. 
Our Hofte anfwerd; Tell on a devil way; 
Thou art a fool ; thy wit 1s overcome, 
Now herkeneth, quod the Miller, all and fome; 


But 
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But firft I make a proteftatioun, 
That I am dronke, I know it bymyfoun: 3140 
And therfore if that I misfpeke or fay, 

Wite it the ale of Southwerk, I you pray ; 

For I wol tell a legend and a lif | 

Both of a carpenter and of his wif, 

How that a clerk hath fet the wrightes cappe. 

_ The Reve anfwerd and faide, Stint thy clappe, 
Let be thy lewed dronken harlotrie, 

It is a finne, and eke a gret folie 

To apeiren any man, or him defame, 

And eke to bringen wives in fwiche a name. 3150 
‘Thou mayft ynough of other thinges fain. 

This dronken Miller fpake ful fone again, 

And fayde; Leve brother Ofewold, 

Who hath no wif, he is no cokewold. 

But I fay not therfore that thou art on; 

Ther ben ful goode wiyes many on. 

Why art thou angry with my tale now 2 

J have a wif parde as wel as thou, 

Yet wolde I, for the oxen in my plough, 

Taken upon me more than ynough 3160 
As demen of myfelf that [am on; 

T wol beleven wel that Iam non. 

An hufbond fhuld not ben inquifitif 
Of Goddes privite, ne of his wif. 
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So he may finden Goddes foifon there, 
Of the remenant nedeth not to enquere, 
a 


What fhuldT more fay, but this Millere 
He n’olde his wordes for no man forbere, 
But told his cherles tale in his manere, 
Me thinketh, that I fhal reherfe it here. 3170 
And therfore every gentil wight I pray, 
For Goddes love as deme not that I fay 
Of evil entent, but that I mote reherfe 
Hir tales alle, al be they better or werfe, 
Or elles falfen fom of my matere. 
And therfore who fo lift it not to here, 
Turne over the leef, and chefe another tale, 
For he fhal find ynow bothe gret and fmale, 
Of ftorial thing that toucheth gentulleffe, 
And eke moralite, and holineffe. 3180 
Blameth not me, if that ye chefe amis. 
The Miller is a cherl, ye know wel this, 
So was the Reve, (and many other mo) 
And harlotrie they tolden bothe two. 
Avifeth you now, and put me out of blame ; 
And eke men fhuld not make erneft of game. 
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And of his craft he was a carpenter. 
With him ther was dwelling a poure fcoler, 3190 
Had lerned art, but all his fantafie : 
Was turned for to lerne aftrologie, 
And coude’a certain ‘of conclufions : 
To demen by interrogations, 
If that men afked him in certain houres, 
Whan that men fhulde have drought or elles fhoures : 
Or if men afked him what fhulde falle 
Of every thing, I may not reken alle. 

This clerk was cleped hendy Nicholas ; 
Of derne love he coude and of' folass . 3200 
And therto he was flie and ful prive, 
And like a maiden meke for to fe. ° 
A-chambre had he in that hoftelrie 
Alone, withouten any compagnie, 
Ful fetifly ydight with herbes fote, 
And he himfelf was fwete as is the rote 
Of licoris, or any fetewale, 
His almagefte, and bokes gret and finale, — 
His aftrelabre, longing for his art, 
His augrim ftones, layen faire apart 3210 
On fhelves couched at his beddes’ hed, 
His prefle ycovered with a falding red. 
And all above ther lay a gay fautrie, 
On which he made on nightes melodie, 
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So fwetely, that all the chambre rong : 
And Angelus ad virginem he fong. 
And after that he fong the kinges note ; 
Ful often bleffed was his mery throte. 
And thus this fwete clerk his time fpent 
After his frendes finding and his rent. 3220 
This carpenter had wedded new a wif, 
Which that he loved more than his lif: 
Of eightene yere fhe was J geffe of age. 
Jalous he was, and held hire narwe in cage, 
For fhe was wild and yonge, and he was old, 
And demed himfelf belike a cokewold. 
He knew not Caton, for his wit was rude, 
That bade a man fhulde wedde his fimilitude, 
Men fhulden wedden after hir eftate, 
For youthe and elde is often at debate. 3230 
But fithen he was fallen in the {nare, 
He moft endure (as other folk) his care, 
Fayre was this yonge wif, and therwithal 
As any wefel hire body gent and {mal. 
A feint fhe wered, barred all of filk, 
A barme-cloth eke as white as morwe milk 
Upon hire lendes, ful of many a gore. 
White was hire fmok, and brouded all before 
And eke behind on hire colere aboute 
OF cole-black filk, within and eke withoute, 32:40 
Fhe 
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The tapes of hite white volupere 

Were of the fame fuit of hire colere; 

Hire fillet brode of filk, and fet full hye: 

And fikerly fhe had a likerous eye, 

Ful {mal ypulled were hire browes two, 

And they were bent, and black as any flo, 

She was wel more blisful for to fee 

Than is the newe perienete tree ; 

And fofter than the wolle is of a wether. 
And by hire girdel heng a purfe of lether, 

Taffeled with filk, and perled with latoun. 

In all this world to feken up and doun 

‘Ther n’is no man fo wife, that coude thenche 

So gay a popelot, or fwiche a wenche. 

Ful brighter was the fhining of hire hewe, 

Than in the tour the noble yforged newe. 

But of hire fong, it was as loud and yerne, 

As any {walow fitting on a berne. 

Therto fhe coude {kip, and make a pame, 

As any kid or calf folowing his dame. 

Hire mouth was fwete as braket or the met 


oe 


i) 
Or hord of apples, laid in hay or heth. 
Winfing fhe was, as 1s a joly colt, 

Long as a maft, and upright as a bolt. 

A broche fhe bare upon hire low colere, 


As brode as is the boffe of a bokelere, 
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Hire fhoon were laced on hire legges hie ; 
She was a primerole, a piggefnie, 
For any lord to liggen in his bedde, 
Or yet for any good yeman to wedde. 3270 
Now fire, and eft fire, fo befell the cas, 
That on a day this hendy Nicholas 
Fel with this yonge wif to rage and pleye, 
While that hire hufbond was at Ofeney, 
As clerkes ben ful fubtil and ful queint. 
And prively he caught hire by the queint;- 
And fayde ; Ywis, but if I have my will, 
For derne love of thee, lemman, I fpill. 
And helde hire fafte by the hanche bones, 
And fayde; Lemman, love me wel at ones, 3280 
Or I wol dien, al fo God me fave. 
And fhe fprong as a colt doth in the trave : 
And with hire hed fhe writhed fafte away, 
And fayde ; I wol not kifle thee by my fay. 
Why let be, (quod fhe) let be, Nicholas, 
Or I wol crie out harow and alas. 
Do way your hondes for your curtefie. 
This Nicholas gan mercy for to crie, 
And fpake fo faire, and profered him fo faft, 
That the hire love him granted at the laft, 3290 
And fwore hire oth by Seint Thomas of Kent, 


That fhe wold ben at his commandement, _ 
Whan 
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Whan that fhe may hire leifer wel efpie. 
Myn hufbond is fo ful of jaloufie, 
That but ye waiten wel, and be prive, 
I wot right wel I n’am but ded, quod fhe: 
Ye moften be ful derrie as in this cas. 
Nay, therdf care you not, quod Nichdlas : 
A clerk had lithetly befet iis while, 
But if he coude a carpenter begile. 3300 
And thus they were accorded and yfworne 
To waite 4 tine, as I have {aid beforne. 
Whan Nicholas had don thus every del, 
fetid thacked hire about the lendes wel, 
He kiffed hire fwete, and taketh his fauttie, 
And plaieth faft, and maketh melodie. 
Than fell it thus, that to the parifh cherche 
(Of Criftes owen werkes for to werclie) 
This good wif went upon a holy day: 
Hire forehed fhone as bright as any day, 2310 
So was it wafhen, whan fhe lete hire werk. 
Now was ther of that chitche a parifh clerk, 
The which that was ycleped Abfolon. 
€rulle was his here, arid as the gold it fhon, 
And ftrouted as a fanne large and brode ; 
Ful ftreight and even lay his joly fhode. 
His rode was red, his eyen grey as goos, 
With Poulés windowes corven on his fhoos. 
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In hofen red he went ful fetifly. 

Yclad he was ful fmal and proprely, 2322 
All in a kirtel of a light waget ; 

Ful faire and thicke ben the pointes fet. 

And therupon he had a gay furplife, 

As white as is the blofme upon the rife. 

A mery child he was, fo God me fave ; 
Wel coud he leten blod, and clippe, and fhave, 
And make a chartre of lond, and a quitance. 
In twenty manere coud he trip and dance, 
(After the {cole of Oxenforde tho) 

And with his legges caften to and fro ; 3330 
And playen fonges on a {mal ribible ; 

Therto he fong fomtime a loud quinible. 

And as wel coud he play on a giterne, 

In all the toun n’as brewhous ne taverne, 

That he ne vifited with his folas, 

Ther as that any gaillard tapftere was. 

But foth to fay he was fomdel fquaimous 

Of farting, and of fpeche dangerous. 

This Abfolon, that joly was and gay, 

Goth with a cenfer on the holy day, 3340 
Cenfing the wives of the parifh fafte ; 

And many a lovely loke he on hem catte, 

And namely on this carpenteres wif : 

To loke on-hire him thought a mery lif, 


She 
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She was fo propré, and fwete, and likerous. 
I dare wel fain, if fhe had ben a mous, 
And hea cat, he wolde hire hente anon, 
This parifh clerk, this joly Abfolon, 
Hath in his herte fwiche a love longing, 
That of no wif toke he non offering ; 3350 
For curtefie, he fayd, he n’olde non. 
The moone at night ful clere and brighte fhon, 
And Abfolon his giterne hath ytake, 
For paramours he thoughte for to wake. 
And forth he goth, jolif and amorous, , 
Til he came to the carpenteres hous, 
A litel after the cockes had ycrow, 
And dreffed him up by a fhot window, 
‘That was upon the carpenteres wal. 
He fingeth in his vois gentil and fmal ; 3360 
Now, dere lady,—if thy wille be, 
i pray you that ye—wol rewe on me; 
Ful wel accordant to his giterning, 
This carpenter awoke, and herd him fing, 
And {pake unto his wif, and faid anon, 
What, Alifon, heres thou not Abfolon, 
That chanteth thus under our boures wal ? 
And fhe anfwerd hire hufbond therwithal ; 
Yes, God wot, John, I here him every del. 3369 
‘This paffeth forth ; what wol ye bet than wel ? 
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Fro day to day this joly Abfolon 

So loveth hire, that him 1s wo-begon. 

He waketh all the night, and all the day, 

He kembeth his lockes brode, and made him gay« 

He woeth hire by menes and brocage, 

And fwore he wolde ben hire owen pagee 

He fingeth brokking as a nightingale. 

He fent hire pinnes, methe, and fpiced ale, 

And wafres piping hot out of the glede: 

And for fhe was of toun, he profered mede. 3386 

For fom folk wol be wonnen for richeffe, 

And fom for ftrokes, and fom with gentillefle. 
Somtime to fhew his lightneffe and maiftrie 

He plaieth Herode on a fkaffold hie. 

But what availeth him as in this cas ? 

So loveth fhe this hendy Nicholas, 

That Abfolon may blow the buckes horne : 

He ne had for his labour but a feorne. 

And thus fhe maketh Abfolon hire ape, 

And all his erneft tourneth.to a jape. 3390 

Ful foth is this proverbe, it is no he; 

Men fay right thus alway ; the neighe flie 

Maketh oft time the fer leef to be lothe. 

For though that Abfolon be wood or wrothe, 

Becaufe that he fer was from hire fight, 

This neighe Nicholas ftood in his lights 


Now 
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Now bere thee wel, thou hendy Nicholas, 

For Abfolon may waile and fing alas. 
And {fo befell that on a Saturday, 

This carpenter was gon to Ofenay, 3400 

And hendy Nicholas and Alifon 

Accorded ben to this conclufion, 

That Nicholas fhal fhapen him a wile 

This fely jalous hufbond to begile ; 

And if fo were the game went aright, 

She fhuld {lepe in his armes alle night, 

For this was hire defire and his alfo, — 

And right anon, withouten wordes mo, 

‘This Nicholas no lenger wolde tarie, 

But doth ful foft unto his chambre carie 3410 

Both mete and drinke for a day or twey. ‘ 
And to hire hufbond bad hire for to fey, 

If that he axed after Nicholas, 

She fhulde fay, fhe n’ifte not wher he was ; 

Of all the day fhe faw him not with eye, 

She trowed he was in fom.maladie, 

For for no crie hire maiden coud him calle 

He wolde anfwer, for nothing that might falle, 
Thus paffeth forth all thilke Saturday, 

That Nicholas ftill in his chambre lay, 34.90 

And ete, and flept, and dide what him ‘lift 

Til Sonday, that the fonne goth to reft, 
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This fely carpenter hath gret mervaile 
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Of Nicholas, or what thing might him aile, 
And faid; I am adrad by Seint Thomas 

It ftondeth not aright with Nicholas ; 

God fhilde that he died fodenly. 

This world is now ful tikel fikerly. 


I faw to-day a corps yborne to cherche, 

That now on Monday laft I faw him werche, 3439 
Go up (quod he unto his knaye) anon ; 

Clepe at his dore, or knocke with a fton : 

Loke how it is, and tell me boldely. 
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This knave goth him up ful fturdely, 
And at the chambre dore while that he ftood, 
He cried and knocked as that he were wood : 
What how? what do ye, maifter Nicholay ? 
How may ye flepen all the longe day ? 
But all for nought, he herde not a word, 
An hole he-fond ful low upon the bord, 34.40 
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‘Ther as the cat was wont in for to ¢repe, 

And at that hole he loked in ful depe, 

And at the laft he had of him a fight. 
This Nicholas fat ever gaping upright, 


Saree 


As he had kyked qn the newe mone. 

Adoun he goth, and telleth his matfter fone, 
In what array he faw this ikke man. 

This carpenter to bliffen ium began, 


And 
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And faid; Now helpe us Seinte Fridefwide. 
A man wote litel what fhal him betide. 
This man is fallen with his aftronomie 

In fom woodneffe or in fom agonie. 

I thought ay wel how that it fhulde be. 
Men fhulde not knowe of Goddes privetee, 
Ya bleffed be alway a lewed man, 

That nought but only his beleve can. 

So ferd another clerk with aftronomie ; 

He walked in the feldes for to prie 

Upon the fterres, what ther fhuld befalle, 
Til he was in a marlepit yfalle, 

He faw not that. but yet by Seint Thomas 
Me reweth fore of hendy Nicholas : 

He {hal be xated of his ftudying, 

If that I niay, by Jefus heven king, 

Get me a flaf, that I may underfpore 
While that thou, Robin, heveft of the dore : 
He fhal out of his ftudying, as I geffe, 
And to the chambre dore he gan him drefle, 
His knave was a ftrong carl for the nones, 
And by the hafpe he haf it of at ones ; 
{nto the flore the dore fell anon. 

This Nicholas fat ay as ftille as fton, 
And ever he gaped upward into the cire. 

This carpenter wend he were in defpeire, 
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And hent him by the fhulders mightily, 
And fhoke him hard, and cried {pitoutly ; 
What, Nicholas? what how man? loke adoun : 
Awake, and thinke on Criftes paffioun. 
{ crouche thee from elves, and from wightes, 
Therwith the nightfpel faid he anon rightes, 3480 
On foure halves of the hous aboute, 
And on the threfwold of the dore withoute, 
Jefu Crift, and Seint Benedight, 
Bliffe this hous from every wicked wight, 
Fro the nightes mare, the wite Pater-nofter ; 
Wher woneft thou Seint Peters fufter ? 
And at the laft this hendy Nicholas 
Gan for to fiken fore, and faid; Alas! 
Shal all the world be loft eftfones now 2? 
This carpenter an {wered ; What faieft thou? 3490 
What? thinke on God, as we do, men that fwinke. 
This Nicholas anfwered; Fetch me a drinke; 
And after wol I fpeke in privetee 


wo 


Of certain thing that toucheth thee and me: 
I wol tell it non other man certain, 
‘This carpenter goth doyn, and cometh again, 

And brought of mighty ale a large quart ; 

And whan that eche of hem had dronken his part, 

This Nicholas his dore fafte fhette, 

And doun the carpenter by him he fete, 3500 
And 
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And faide; John, min hofte lefe and dere, 

Thou fhalt upon thy trouthe fwere me here, 

That to no wight thou fhalt my confeil wrey ; 

for it is Criftes confeil that I fay, 

And if thou tell it man, thou art forlore : 

For this vengeance thou fhalt have therfore, 

‘That if thou wreye me, thou fhalt be wood. 
Nay, Crift forbede it for his holy blood, 

Quod tho this fely man; I am no labbe, 

Ne though I fay it, I n’am notlefe to gabbe. 3510 

Say what thou wolt, I fhal it never telle 

To child.ne wif, by him that harwed helle. 
Now, John, (quod Nicholas) I wol not lie, 

~ [ have yfounde in min aftrologie, 

As I have loked in the moone bright, 

That now on Monday next, at quarter night, 

Shal fall a rain, and that fo wild and wood 

That half fo gret was never Noes flood. 

This world (he faid) in leffe than in an houre 

Shal all be dreint, fo hidous is the fhoure: 352 

Thus fhal mankinde drenche, and lefe hir lif. 
This carpenter anfwerd; Alas my wif! 

And fhal fhe drenche ? alas min Alifoun ! 

For forwe of this he fell almoft adoun, 

And faid; Is ther no remedy in this cas ? 


Why yes, for God, quod hendy Nicholas 
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Tf thou wolt werken after lore and rede ; 
Thou maift not werken after thin owen hede. 
For thus faith Salomon, that was ful trewe ; 
Werke all by confeil, and thou fhalt not rewe. 3530 
And if thou werken wolt by good confeil, 
T undertake, withouten matt or feyl, 
Yet fhal I faven hire, and thee and me. 
Haft thou not herd how faved was Noe, 
Whan that our Lord had warned him beforne, 
That al the world with water fhuld be lorne ? 

Yes, (quod this carpenter) ful yore ago. 

Haft thou not herd (quod Nicholas) alfo 
The forwe of Noe with his felawfhip, 
Or that he mighte get his wif to fhip ? 3540 
Him had be lever, I dare wel undertake, 
At thilke time, than all his wethers blake, 
That fhe had had a fhip hire felf alone. 
And therfore woft thou what is beft to done ? 
This axeth haft, and of an haftif thing 
Men may not preche and maken tarying, 
Anon go get us faft into this in 
A kneding trough or elles a kemelyn, 
For eche of us; but Joke that they ben large, 
In which we mowen fwimme as in a barge: 3550 
And have therin vitaille fuffifant 
But foraday ; fie on the remenant; 


The 
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‘The water fhall aflake and gon away 
Abouten prime upon the nexte day. 
But Robin may not wete of this, thy knave, 
Ne eke thy mayden Gille I may not fave: 
Axe not why: for though thou axe me, 
I wol not tellen Goddes privetee. 
Sufficeth thee, but if thy wittes madde, 
To have as gret a grace as Noe hadde. 3560 
Thy wif fhal I wel faven out of doute. 
Go now thy way, and’ fpede thee hereaboute. 
But whan thou haft for hire, and thee, and me, 
Yegeten us thefe kneding tubbes thre, 
Than fhalt thou hang hem in the roofe ful hie, 
That no man of our purveyance efpie : 
And whan thou haft don thus as I have faid, 
And haft our vitaille faire in hem ylaid, 
And eke an axe to fmite the cord a-two 
Whan that the water cometh, that we may go, 3470 
And breke an hole on high upon the gable 
Unto the gardin ward, over the ftable, 
That we may frely paflen forth our way, 
Whan that the grete fhoure is gon away. 
Than fhal thou fwim as mery, I undertake, 
As doth the white doke after hire drake : 
Than wol I clepe, How Alifon, how John, 
Be mery : for the flood wol pafle anon. 
And 
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And thou wolt fain, Haile maifter Nicholay, 

Good morwe, I fee thee wel, for it is day, 3580 
And than fhall we be lordes all our lif 

Of all the world, as Noe and his wif. 

But of o thing I warne thee ful right, 

Be wel avifed on that ilke night, 

‘That we ben entred into fhippes bord, 

That non of us ne {peke not o word, 

Ne clepe ne crie, but be in his praiere, 

For it is Goddes owen hefte dere. 

Thy wif and thou mofte hangen fer a-twinne, 
For that betwixen you fhal be no finne, 3599 
No more in loking than ther fhal in dede, 

This ordinance is faid; go, God thee {pede. 

To morwe at night, whan men ben all aflepe, 

Into our kneding tubbes wol we crepe, 

And fitten ther, abiding Goddes grace. 

Go now thy way, I have no lenger fpace 

To make of this no lenger fermoning : 

Men fain thus: fend the wife, and fay nothing ; 
Thou art fo wife, it nedeth thee nought teche. 

Go, fave our lives, and that I thee befeche, 3600 

This fely carpenter goth forth his way, 

Ful oft he faid alas, and wala wa, 
And to his wif he told his privetee, 
And ihe was ware, and knew it bet than he 
What 
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What all this queinte caft was for to fey. 

But natheles fhe ferde as fhe wold dey, 

And faid; Alas! go forth thy way anon. 

Helpe us to fcape, or we be ded eche on. 

I am thy trewe veray wedded wif 

Go, dere fpoufe, and helpe to fave our if. 3610 
Lo, what a gret thing is affection, 

Men may die of imagination, 

So depe may impreffion be take. 

This fely carpenter beginneth quake : 

Him thinketh veraily that he may fee 

Noes flood comen walwing as the fee 

To drenchen Alifon, his hony dere. 

~ He wepeth, waileth, maketh fory chere ; 

He fiketh, with ful many a fory fwough. 

He goth, and geteth him a kneding trough, 3628 

And after a tubbe, and a kemelin, 

And prively he fent hem to his in: 

And heng hem in the roof in privetee. 

His owen hond than made he ladders three, 

To climben by the renges and the ftalkes 

Unto the tubbes honging in the balkes; 

And hem vitailled, kemelin, trough and tubbe, 

With bred and chefe, and good ale in a jubbe, 

Sufficing right ynow as for a day. 
But ex that he had made all this array, 3630 
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He fent his knave, and eke his wenche alfo 
Upon his nede to London for to go. 
And on the Monday, whan it drew to night, 
He fhette his dore, withouten candel light, 
And dreffed all thing as it fhulde bee. 
And fhortly up they clomben alle three, 
They fitten ftille wel a furlong way. 
Now, Pater nofler, clum, faid Nicholay, 
And clum, quod John, and clum, faid Alifon: 
This carpenter faid his devotion, 3640 
And ftill he fit, and biddeth his praiere, 
Awaiting on the rain, if he it here, 
The dede flepe, for wery befineffe, 
Fell on this carpenter, right as I geffe, 
Abouten curfew time, or litel more. 
For travaille of his goft he groneth fore, 
And eft he routeth, for his hed miflay. 
Doun of the ladder ftalketh Nicholay, 
And Alifon ful foft adoun hire fpedde. 
Withouten wordes mo they went to bedde, 36.50 
Ther as the carpenter was wont to lie; 
Ther was the revel, and the melodie, 
And thus lith Alifon, and Nicholas, 
In befineffe of mirthe and in folas, 
Til that the bell of Jaudes gan to ring, 
find freres in the chancel gon to fing. 
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This parifh clerk, this amorous Abfolon, 
That is for love alway fo wo-begon, 
Upon the Monday was at Ofenay 
With compagnie, him to difport and play ; 
And afked upon cas a cloifterer 
Ful prively after John the carpenter ;’ 
And he drew him apart out of the chirche. 
He faid, I n’ot; I faw him not here wirche 
Sith Saturday ; I trow that he be went 
For timbre, ther our abbot hath him fent. 
For he is wont for timbre for to go, 
And dwellen at the Grange a day or two: 
Or elles he is at his hous certain. 
~ Wher that he be, I cannot fothly fain. 
This Abfolon ful joly was and light, 
And thoughte, now is time to wake al night, 
For fikerly, I faw him nat ftiring 
About his dore, fin day began to fpring, 
So mote I thrive, I fhal at cockes crow 
Ful prively go knocke at his window, 
That ftant ful low upon his boures wall : 
To Alifon wol IT now tellen all 
My love longing; for yet I fhal not mifle, 
That at the lefte way I thal hire kiffe. 
Some maner comfort fhal I have parfay, 


My mouth hath itched all this longe day: 
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That is a figne of kiffing at the lefte, 

All night me mette eke, I was at a fefte. 

Therfore I wol go flepe an houre or twey, 

And all the night than wol I wake and pley. 
Whan that the firfte cock hath crowe anon 

Up rift this joly lover Abfolon, 

And him arayeth gay, at point devife. 

But firft he cheweth grein and licorife, 3690 

To fmellen fote, or he had fpoke with here. 

Under his tonge a trewe love he bere, 

For therby wend he to ben gracious. 
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He cometh to the carpenteres hous; 
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And ftill he ftant under the fhot window 3 
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Unto his breft it raught, it was fo low; 
And foft he cougheth with a femifoun. 
What do ye honycombe, fwete Alifoun ? 
My faire bird, my fwete finamome, 
Awaketh, lemman min, and fpeketh tome. 3706 
Ful litel thinken ye upon my wo, 
That for your love I fwete ther as I gos 
No wonder is though that  fwelte anc {wete. 
I mourne as doth a lamb after the tete. 
wis, lemman, I have fwiche love longing, 
That like a turtel trewe is my mourning. 
I may not ete no more than a maid. 
Go fro the window, jacke fool, fhe faidé 
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As helpe me God, it wol not be, compame. 
I love anothet, or elles I were to blame, . 3710 
Wel bet than thee by Jefu, Abfolon, 
Go forth thy way, or I wol caft a fton ; 
And let me ilepe; a twenty divel way. 
Alas! (quod Abfolon) and wala wa! 
That trewe love was ever fo yvel befette : 
Than kiffe me, fin that it may be no bette, 
For Jefus love, and for the love of ine. 

Wilt thou than go thy way therwith ? quod fhe. 
Ya certes, lernman, quod this Abfolon. 

Than make thee redy, (quod fhe) [ come anon, 3720 
_ This Abfolon doun fet him on his knees, 

And faide; I am a lord at all degrees : 

For after this I hope ther cometh more ; 

Lerman, thy grace, and, fwete bird, thyn ore. 

The window fhe undoth, and that in hafte. 

Have don, (quod fhe) come of, and {pede thee fafte, 
Left that out neigheboures thee efpie. 

This Abfolon gan wipe his mouth ful drie. 
Derke was the night, as pitch or as the cole, 7 
And at the window fhe put out hire hole, 3730 
And Abfolon him felle ne bet ne wers, 

But with his mouth he kift hire naked ers 
Ful favorly, er he was ware of this. 

Abak he fterte, and thought it was amis, 
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For wel he wift a woman hath no berd, 
He felt a thing all rowe, and long yherd, 
And faide ; fy, alas! what have I do? 

Te he, quod fhe, and clapt the windew to ; 
And Abfolon goth forth a fory pas. 

A berd, a berd, faid hendy Nicholas ; 3740 
By goddes corpas, this goth faire and wel. 

This fely Abfolon herd every del, 
And on his lippe he gan for anger bite ; 
And to himfelf he faid, I fhal thee quite. 
Who rubbeth now, who froteth now his lippes 
With duft, with fond, with ftraw, with cloth, with 
But Abfolon? that faith full oft, alas! [chippes, 
My foule betake I unto Sathanas, 
But me were lever than all this toun (quod he) 
Of this defpit awroken for to be. 3750 
Alas! alas! that I ne had yblent. 
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His hote love is cold, and all yqueint. 

for fro that time that he had kift hire ers, 

Of paramours ne raught he not a kers, 

for he was heled of his maladie ; 

{ul often paramours he ean defie, 

And wepe as doth a child that is ybete. 

A fofte pas he went him over the ftrete 

Until a imith, men callen dan Gerveis, 

That in his forge {mithed plow-harneis; . 3760 


He 
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He fharpeth fhare and cultre befily. 
This Abfolon knocketh all efily, 
And faid; Undo, Gerveis, and that ‘anon. 

What, who art thou? It amJ Abfolon. 
What? Abfolon, what? Criftes fwete tre, 
Why rife ye fo rath? ey denedicite, 
What eileth you ? fome gay girle, God it wote, 
Hath brought you thus upon the viretote : 
By Seint Neote, ye wote wel what I mene. 

This Abfolon ne raughte not a bene 3770 
Of all his play, no word again he yaf. 
He hadde more tawe on his diftaf 
. Than Gerveis knew, and faide; Frend fo dere, 
That hote culter in the cheminee here 
As lene it me, I have therwith to don: 
I wol it bring again to thee ful fone. 

Gerveis anfwered ; Certes, were it gold, 
Or in a poke nobles all untold, 
Thou fhuldeft it have, as J am trewe finith. 
Ey, Criftes foot, what wol ye don therwith? 3780 
Therof, quod Abfolon, be as be may ; 
I fhal wel tellen thee another day: 
And caught the culter by the colde ftele. 
Ful foft out at the dore he gan to ftele, 
And went unto the carpenteres wall. 
He coughed firft, and knocked therwithall 

L 2 Upon 


RP ee BD Se 


ey 


Pe 


ne 


aa” 
? 


pe 


PS 


48 THE MILLERES TALE. 


Upon the window, right ashe did er, 
This Alifon anfwered ; Who is ther 
That knocketh fo? I warrant him a thefe. 
Nay, nay, (quod he) God wot, my fwete lefe, 3799 
I am thin Abfolon, thy dereling. 
Of gold (quod he) I have thee brought a ring, 
My mother yave it me, fo God me fave, 
Ful fine it 1s, and therto wel ygrave : 
This wol I yeven thee, if thou me kiffe. 

This Nicholas was rifen for to piffe, 

And thought he wolde amenden all the jape; 

He fhulde kiffe his ers er that he feape ; 

And up the window did he haftily, 

And out his ers he putteth prively 3800 

Over the buttok, to the hanche bon. 

And therwith fpake this clerk, this Abfolon, 

Speke fwete bird, | not not wher thou art. 
This Nicholas anon let fleen a fart, 

As gret as it had ben a thonder dint, 

That with the ftroke he was wel nie yblint: 

And he was redy with his yren hote, 

And Nicholas amid the ers he finote, 

Off goth the {kinne an hondbrede at aboute. 
The hote culter brenned fo his toute, 3810 
That for the fmert he wened for to die; 

As he were wood, for wo he gan to crie, 
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Help, water, water, help for Goddes herte. 
This carpenter out of his flomber fterte, 
| And herd on crie water, as he were wood, 
_ And thought, alas, now cometh Noes flood, 
| He fet him up withouten wordes mo, 
| And with his axe he finote the cord atwo 3 
And doun goth all; he fond neyther to felle 
Ne breed ne ale, til he came to the felle, | 3820 
Upon the flore, and ther afwoune:he lay, 
Up fterten Alifon and Nicholay, 
And crieden, out and harow! in the ftrete. 
_ The neigheboures bothe {male and grete 
In rannen, for to gauren on this man, 
That yet afwoune lay, bothe pale and wan: 
For with the fall he broften hath his arm, 
But ftonden he muft unto his owen harm, 
_ For whan he fpake, he was anon bore doun 
With hendy Nicholas and Alifoun. 3830 
They tolden every man that he was wood; 
He was agafte fo of Noes flood 
Thurgh fantafie, that of his vanitee 
He had ybought him kneding tubbes three, 
And had hem honged in the roof above ; 
And that he praied hem for Goddes love 
To fitten in the roof par compagnie. } 
The folk gan laughen at his fantafie, 
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Into the roof they kyken, and they gape, 

And turned all his harm into a jape. 3840 

For what fo that this carpenter anfwerd, 

It was for nought, no man his refon herd, 

With othes gret, he was fo fworne adoun, 

That he was holden wood in all the toun. 

For everich clerk anon right held with other ; 

They faid, the man was wood, my leve brother ; 

And every wight gan laughen at this ftrif, | 
Thus fwived was the carpenteres wif, 

For all his keping, and his jaloufie ; 

And Abfolon hath kift hire nether eye ; 

And Nicholas is fcalded in.the toute. 

This tale is don, and God faye all the route. 


3850 
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Wuawn folk han Jaughed at this: nice cas 
Of Abfolon and hendy Nicholas, 
Diverfe folk diverfely they faide, 
But for the more part they lought and plaide ; 
Ne at this tale I faw no man him greve, | 
But it were only Ofewold the Reve. 
Becaufe he was of carpenteres craft, 
A litel ire is in his herte ylaft ; 
He gan to grutch and blamen it a lite. 
So the ik, qudd he, ful wel coude Ihim quite 


With 
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With blering of a proude milleres eye, 
If that me lift to fpeke of ribaudrie. 

But ik am olde; me lift not play for ave 

Gras time is don, my foddre is now forage. 

This white top writeth min olde yeres; 

Min herte is alfo mouled as min heres ; 

But if I fare as doth an open ers ; 

That ilke fruit is ever lenger the wers, 3140 
Til it be roten in mullok, or in ftre. 

We olde men, I drede, fo faren we, 

Til we be roten can we not be ripe ; 

We hoppe alway, while that the world wol pipe ; 
For in our will ther ftiketh ever a nayl, 

‘To have an hore hed and a grene tayl, 

As hath a leke ; for though our might be gon, 
Our will defireth folly ever in on: 

For whan we may not don, than wol we {fpeken, 


Yet in our afhen cold is fire yreken, 18¢ 
Foure gledes han we, which I fhal devife 


——2 
Avaunting, lying, anger, and covetife. 
Thefe foure fparkes longen unto elde. 
Our olde limes mow wel ben unwelde, 
But will ne fhal not failien, that is fothe, 
And yet have [ alway a coltes tothe, 
As many a yere as it is paffed henne, 
Sin that my tappe of lif began to renne.’ 
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For fikerly, whan I was borne, anon 
Deth drow the tappe of lif, and let it gon: 3890 
And ever fith hath fo the tappe yronne, 
Til that almoft all empty is the tonne. 
The ftreme of lif now droppeth on the chimbes 
The fely tonge may wel ringe and chimbe 
Of wretchedneffe, that pafled is ful yore: 
With olde folk, fave dotage, is no more. 
Whan that our Hofte had herd this fermonings 
He gan to fpeke as lordly as a king, 
And fayde; What amounteth all this wit ? 
What? fhall we fpeke all day of holy writ? 3900 
‘The divel made a Reve for to preche, 
Or of a fouter a fhipman, or a leche. 
Say forth thy tale, and tary not the time ; 
Lo Depeford, and it is half way prime: 
Lo Grenewich, ther many a fhrew is inne. 
It were al time thy tale to beginne. 
Now, fires, quod this Ofewold the Reve, 
I pray you alle, that ye not you greve, 
Though I anfwere, and fomdel fet his howve, 
For leful is with force force off to fhowve. 3918 
This dronken Miller hath ytold us here, 
How that begiled was a carpentere, 
Paraventure in fcorne, for I am on: 


And by your leve, I fhal him quite anon. 
Right 
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Right in his cherles termes wol I fpeke. 
I pray to God his necke mote to-breke, 
He can wel in min eye feen a ftalk, 
But in his owen he cannot feen a balk. 


THE REV ES. TALE, 


At Trompington, not fer fro Cantebrigge, 
Ther goth a brook, and over that a brigge, 3920 
Upon the whiche brook ther ftent a melle : 
And this is veray fothe, that I you telle. 
A miller was ther dwelling many a day, 
As any peacok he was proude and gay : 
Pipen he coude, and fifhe, and nettes bete, 
And turnen cuppes, and wraftlen wel, and fhete. 
Ay by his belt he bare a long pavade, 
And of a fwerd ful trenchant was the blade. 
A joly popper bare he in his pouche; 
Ther n’as no man for peril dorft him touche. 3930 
A Shefeld thwitel bare he in his hofe. 
Round was his face, and camufe was his nofe. 
As pilled as an ape was his fkull. 
He was a market-beter at the full. 
Ther dortte no wight hond upon him legge, 
That he ne {wore he fhuld anon abegge. 

A thefe he was forfoth, of corn and mele, 
And that a flie, and ufant for to ftele. 
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His name was hoten deinous Simekin., 

A wif he hadde, comen of noble kin: 

The perfon of the toun hire father was. 
With hire he yaf ful many a panne of bras, 
For that Simkin fhuld in his blood allie. 
She was yfoftered in a nonnerie : 

For Simkin wolde no wif, as he fayde, 

But fhe were wel ynourifhed, and a mayde, 
To faven his eftat of yemanrie: 

And fhe was proud, and pert as is a pie. 

A ful faire fight was it upon hem two. 

On holy dayes beforne hire wold he go 
With his tipet ybounde about his hed ; 
And fhe came after in a gite of red, 

And Simkin hadde hofen of the fame. 

‘Ther dorfte no wight clepen hire but dame: 
Was non fo hardy, that went by the way, 
That with hire dorfte rage or ones play, 
But if he wold be flain of Simekin 

With pavade, or with knif, or bodekin. 
(For jalous folk ben perilous evermo : 
Algate they wold hir wives wenden fo.) 
And eke for fhe was fomndel {fmoterlich,, 
She was as digne as water in a dich, 

And al.fo ful of hoker, and of bifimare. 
Hire thoughte that a ladie fhuld hire fpare, 


3940 


3959 


3900 


What 
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‘What for hire kinrede, and hire nortelrie, 
‘That fhe had lerned in the nonnerie. 
A doughter hadden they betwix hem two 
Of twenty yere, withouten any mo, 
Saving -a child that was of half yere age, 
in cradle it lay, and was a propre page. 3970 
This wenche thicke and wel ygrowen was, 
With camufe nofe, and eyen grey as glas ; 
With buttokes brode, and breftes round and hie ; 
But right faire was hire here, I wol nat lie. 
The perfon of the toun, for fhe was faire, 
In purpos was to maken hire his haire 
Both of his catel, and of his mefuage, 
And ftrange he made it of hire mariage. 
His purpos was for to beftowe hire hie 
Into fom worthy blood of anceftrie. 3980 
for holy chirches good mote ben defpended 
On holy chirches blood that is defcended. 
Therfore he wolde his holy blood honoure, 
Though that he holy chirch: fhuld devoure. 
Gret foken hath this miller out of doute 
With whete and malt, of all the land aboute ; 
And namely ther was a gret college 
Men clepe the Soler hall at Cantebrege,* 
‘Ther was hir whete and eke hir malt yground. 
And on a day it happed in a ftound, 3990 
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156 THE REVES TALE 


Sike lay the manciple on a maladie, 

Men wenden wifly that he fhulde die. 

lor which this miller ftale both mele and corn 
An hundred times more than beforn. 

For therbeforn he ftale but curteifly, 

But now he was a thefe outrageouily, 

For which the wardein chidde and made fare, 


But therof fee the miller not a tare; 


He craked boft, and fwore it n’as not fo. 


‘Than were ther yonge poure {coleres two, 4000 
That dwelten in the halle of which ] fay ; 
Teftif they were, and lufty for to play ; 
And only for hir mirth and revelrie 
Upon the wardein befily they crie, 

To yeve hem leve but a litel ftound, 

‘To gon to mille, and feen hir corn yground : 
And hardily they dorften lay hir necke, 
‘The miller fhuld not ftele hem half a pecke 
Of corn by fleighte, ne by force hem reve. 

And at the laft the wardein yave hem leve: 4010 
fohn highte that on, and Alein highte that other, 
Of o toun were they born, that highte Strother 
fer in the North, I can not tellen where, 

This Alein maketh redy all his gere, 

And on a hors the fak he caft anon: 
Forth goth Alein the clerk, and alfo John, 


With 
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With good fwerd and with bokeler by hir fide. 


John knew the way, him neded not no guide, 
And at the mille the fak adoun he Jaith. 
Alein fpake firft ; All haile, Simond, in faith,4o20 
How fares thy faire doughter, and thy wif ? 
Alein, welcome (quod Simkin) by my lif, 
And John alfo: how now, what do ye here ? 
By God, Simond, (quod John) nede has no pere. 
Him behoves ferve himfelf that has na fwain, 
Or elles he is a fool, as clerkes fain. 
Our maneiple I hope he wol be ded, 
Swa werkes ay the wanges in his hed: 
And therfore is I come, and eke Alein, 
To grind our corn and cary it hame agein: 4036 
I pray you fpede us henen that ye may. 
It fhal be don (quod Simkin) by my fay. 
What wol ye don while that it is in hand? 
By God, right by the hopper wol I ftand, 
(Quod John) and feen how tliat the corn gas in. 
Yet faw I never by my fader kin, 
How that the hopper wagges til and fra. 
Alein anfwered ; John, and wolt thou fwa ? 


Than wol I be benethe by my croun, 

And fee how that the mele falles adoun 4040 
In til the trogh, that fhal be my difport : : 
For, John, in faith I may ben of your fort ; 
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I is as-ill a miller as is ye. 

This miller fmiled at hir nicetee,; 
And thought, all this n’is don but for a wiles 
‘They wenen that no nan may hem begile; 
But by my thrift yet fhal I blere hir eie, 
For all the fleighte in hir philofophie. 
The more queinte knakkes that they «make; 
The more wol I ftele whan that I take. 4050 
In ftede of flour yet wol I yeve hem bren, 
The greteft clerkes ben not the wifeft men, 
As whilom to the wolf thus fpake the mare: 
Of all hir art ne count J not a tare. 

Out at the dore he goth ful prively, 
Whan that he faw his time foftely. 
He loketh up and doun, til he hath found 
The clerkes hors, ther as he ftood ybound 
Behind the mille, under a levefell : 
And to the hors he goth him faire and well, 4060 
And ftripeth of the bridel right anon. 

And whan the hors was laus, he gan to gon 
Toward the fen, ther wilde mares renne, 
And forth, with wehee, thurgh thick and thinne. 
This miller goth again, no word he {faid, 
But doth his note, and with thefe clerkes plaid, 
Till that hir corn was faire and wel yground. 
And whan the mele is facked and ybound, 
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THE REVES TALE, 


This John goth out, and fint his hors away, 
And gan to crie, harow and wala wa! 4070 
Our hors is loft: Alein, for Goddes banes, 
Step on thy feet ; come of, man, al at anes : 
Alas! our wardein has his palfrey lorn. 
This Alein al forgat both mele and corn; 
Al was out of his mind his hufbandrie : 
What, whilke way 1s he gon? he gan to crie. 
The wif came leping inward at a renne, 
She fayd; Alas! youre hors goth to the fenne 
With wilde mares, as faft as he may go. 
Unthank come on his hand that bond him fo, 408@ 
And he that better fhuld have knit the rein. 
Alas ! (quod John) Alein, for Criftes pein 
Lay doun thy fwerd, and J fhal min alfwa. 
I is ful wight, God wate, as is a ra. 
By Goddes faule he {hal not fcape us bathe. 
Why ne had thou put the capel in the lathe 2 
Ill haile, Alein, by God thou is a fonne. 
Thefe fely clerkes han ful faft yronne 
‘Toward the fen, bothe Alein and eke John: 
And whan the miller faw that they were gon, 4090 
He half a bufhel of hir flour hath take, 
And bad his wif go knede it in a cake. 
He fayd; I trow, the clerkes were aferde. 
Yet can a miller make a clerkes berde, 
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160 THE REVES TALE. 


For all his art. Ye, let hem gon hir way. 
Lo wher they gon. Ye, let the children play : 
They get him not fo lightly by my croun. 

Thefe fely clerkes rennen up and doun 
With kepe, kepe ; ftand, ftand; joffla, warderere. 
Ga whittle thou, and I fhal kepe him here, 4100 
But fhortly, til that it was veray night 
They coude not, though they did all hir might, 
Hir capel catch, he ran alway fo faft : 
Til in a diche they caught hitn at the laft. 

Wery and wet, as beftes in the rain, 
Cometh fely John, and with him cometh Aleiti. 
Alas (quod John) the day that I was borne! 
Now are we driven til hething and til fcorne. 
Our corn is ftolne, men wol us fonnes calle, 
Both the wardein, and eke our felawes alle, 4110 
And namely the miller, wala wa! 

Thus plaineth John, as he goth by the way 
Toward the mille, and bayard in his hond. 
The miller fitting by the fire he fond, 
For it was night, and forther might they nought, 
But for the love of God they him befought 
Of herberwe and of efe, as for hir peny. 

The miller faide agen, if ther be any, 
Swiche as it is, yet fhull ye have your part. 
Myn hous is ftreit, but ye have lerned art; 4120 
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Ye can by arguments maken a place 
A mile brode, of twenty foot o f fpace. 

Let fee now if this place may futhce, 

“Or make it roume with fpeche, as is your gife. 
Now, Simond, (faid this John) by Seint Cuthberd 
Ay is thou mery, and that is faire anfwerd. 

{ have herd fay,-man fal take of twa thinges, 
Slike as he findes, or flike as he bringes. 
But fpecially I pray thee, hofte dere, 
Gar us have mete and drinke, and make us chere,4130 
And we fal-paien trewely at the full : 
With empty hand, men may na haukes tull. 
Lo here our filver redy for to fpend. 
‘This miller to the toun his doughter fend 
For ale and bred, and rofted hem a goos, 
And bond hir hors, he fhuld no more go loos : 
And in his owen chambre hem made a bedde, 
With fhetes and with chalons faire yfpredde, 
Nat from his owen bed ten foot or twelve : 
His doughter had a bed all by hire felve, 4140 
Right in the fame chambre by and by : 
It mighte be no bet, and caufe why, 
‘Ther was no roumer herberwe in the place. 
‘They foupen, and they fpeken of folace, 
And drinken ever ftrong ale at the bett. 
Abouten midnight wente: they to reft, 
Vou. I, M Wel 


©) 


eee 


i 


Des 


= mS) 
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Wel hath this miller vernifhed his hed, . 
Ful pale he was, for-dronken, and nought red. 


He yoxeth, and he fpeketh thurgh the nofe, 
As he were on the quakke, or on the pofe, 4159 
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To bed he goth, and with him goth his wif; 


As any jay fhe light was and jolif, 
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So was hire joly whiftle wel ywette. 
The cradel at hire beddes feet was fette, 
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To rocken, and to yeve the child to fouke. 

And whan that dronken was all m the crouke 

To bedde went the doughter right anon, 

To bedde goth Alein, and alfo John. 

Ther n’as no more; nedeth hem no dwale. 

This miller hath fo wifly bibbed ale, 4160 
That as an hors he fnorteth in his flepe, 

Ne of his tail behind he toke no kepe. 

His wif bare him a burdon a ful ftrong ; 

Men might hir routing heren a furlong. 


The wenche routeth eke par compagnie. 

...Alein the clerk that herd this melodie, 

He poketh John, and fayde: Slepeft thou 2 

Herdeft thou ever {like a fong er mow ? 

Lo whilke a complin 1s ymell hem alle. 

A wilde fire upon hir bodies falle, 4179 
Wha herkned ever flike a ferly thing ¢ 

Ye, they fhall have the flour of yvel ending. 
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This lange night ther tides me no refte. 

But yet na force, all fhal be for the befte. 

For, John, (fayd he) as ever mote I thrive, 

If that I may, yon wenche wol J fwive. 

Som efement has lawe yfhapen us, 

For, John, ther is a lawe that faieth thus, 

That if a man in o point be agreved, 

That in anothet he fhal be releved. 4180 
Our corn is ftolne, fothly it is na nay, 

And we han had an yvel fit to-day. 

And fin I fhal have nan amendement 

Again my loffe, I wol have an efement : 

By Goddes faule, it fhal nan other be. 

This John anfwered ; Alein, avife thee: 

The miller is a perilous man, he fayde. 

And if that he out of his flepe abraide, 

He mighte don us bathe a vilanie. 

Alein anfwered ; I count him nat a flie, 4199 
And up he rift, and by the wenche he crept, 

This wenche lay upright, and fafte flept, 

Til he fo nigh was, er fhe might efpic, 

That it had ben to late for to crie: 

And fhortly for to fay, they were at on. 

Now play, Alein, for I wol {peke of John. 

This John lith ftill a furlong way or two, 

And to himfelf he maketh routh and wo. 
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Alas! (quod he) this is a wicked jape ; 
Now may I fay, that I is but an ape. 4200: 
Yet has my felaw fomwhat for his harme ; 
He has the millers doughter in his arme: 
He auntred him, and hath his nedes fpedde, 
And J lie as a draf fak in my bedde ; 
And whan this jape is tald another day, 
I fhal be halden a daffe or a cokenay : 
{ wol arife, and auntre it by my fay: 
Unhardy is unfely, thus men fay. 

And up he rofe, and foftely he went 
Unto the cradel, and in his hand it hent, 
And bare it foft unto his beddes fete, 
Sone after this the wif hire routing lete, 
And gan awake, and went hire out to piffe, 
And came again, and gan the cradel mifle, 
And groped here and ther, but fhe fond non.. 
Alas! (quod fhe) I had almoft mifgon. 
{ had almoft gon to the clerkes bedde. 
Ey benedicite, than had | foule y fpedde. 
And forth fhe goth, til fhe the cradel fond. 
She gropeth alway forther with hire hond, 4226 
And fond the bed, and thoughte nat but good, 
Becaufe that the cradel by it ftood, | 
And n’ifte wher fhe was, for it was derk, 
But faire and wel fhe crept in by the clerk, 


4210 


And 
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And lith ful ftili, and wold han caught a flepe. * 
Within a while this John the clerk up lepe, 
And on this goode wif he laieth on fore; 
So mery a fit ne had fhe nat ful yore. 
He priketh hard and depe, as he were mad. 
This joly lif han thefe two clerkes lad, 4230 
Til that the thridde cok began to fing, 
Alein wex werie in the morwening, 
For he had fwonken all the longe night, 
And fayd; Farewel, Malkin, my fwete wight. 
The day is come, I may no longer bide, 
But evermo, wher fo I go or ride, 
I is thin awen clerk, fo have I hele. 
Now, dere lemman, quod fhe, go farewele : 
But or thou go, o thing I wol thee tell. 4.239 
Whan that thou wendeft homeward by the mell, 
Right at the entree of the dore behind 
Thou fhalt a cake of half a bufhel find, 
That was ymaked of thin owen mele, 
Which that I halpe my fader for to ftele. 
And goode lemman, God thee fave and kepe.: 
And with that word fhe gan almoft to wepe. 
Alein uprift and thought, er that it daw 
I wol go crepen in by my felaw: 
And fond the cradel at his hand anon. 
By God, thought he, all wrang I have mifgon : 4250 
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My hed is tottie of my fwink to night, 

That maketh me that I go nat aright. 

I wot wel by the cradel I have mifgo; 

Here lith the miller and his wif alfo, 

And forth he goth a twenty divel way 

Unto the bed, ther as the miller lay. 

He wend have cropen by his felaw John, 

And by the miller in he crept anon, 

And caught him by the nekke, and gan him fhake, 
And fayd; Thou John, thou fwinefhed awake, 4260 
For Criftes faule, and here a noble game: | 
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For by that lord that called is Seint Jame, 
As I have thries as in this fhort night 
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Swived the millers doughter bolt upright, 
While thou haft as a coward ben agatt. 

Ye, falfe harlot, quod the miller, hatt ? 
A, falfe traitour, falfe clerk, (quod he) 
Thou fhalt be ded by Goddes dignitee, 
Who dorfte be fo bold to difparage 
My doughter, that is come of fiviche linage. 4270 
And by the throte-bolle he caught Alein, 
And he him hent defpitoufly again, 
And on the nofe he {mote him with his fift; 
Doun ran the blody ftreme upon his brett : 
And in the flore with nofe and mouth to-broke 
They walwe, as don two pigges in a poke. 


And 
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And up they gon, and doun again anon, 
‘Til that the miller {porned at a fton, 
And doun he fell backward upon his wif, 
‘That wifte nothing of this nice ftrif: 4280 
For fhe was fall aflepe a litel wight 
With John the clerk, that waked had all night : 
And with the fall out of hire flepe fhe braide. 
Helpe, holy crois of Bromeholme, (fhe fayde) 
dn manus tuas, Lord, to thee I call. 
Awake, Simond, the fend is on me fall ; 
Myn herte is broken ; helpe ; I n’am but ded’; 
Ther lith on up my wombe and up myn hed, 
Helpe, Simkin, for the falfe clerkes fight. 
This John ftert up as faft as ever he might, 4290 
And grafpeth by the walles to and fro 
To find a ftaf, and fhe ftert up alfo, 
And knew the eftres bet than did this Johri, 
And by the wall fhe toke a ftaf anon: 
And faw a litel fhemering of a light, 
For at an hole in fhone the mone bright, 
And by that light fhe faw hem bothe twa, 
But fikerly fhe n’ifte who was who, 
But as fhe faw a white thing in hire eye. 
And whan fhe gan this white thing efpie, 4309 
She wend the clerk had wered a volupere ; 
And with the ftaf fhe drow ay nere and nere, 
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368 THE REVES TALE, 


And wend han hit this Alein atte full, 

And fmote the miller on the pilled {kull, 

That doun he goth, and cried, harow! I die, 

Thife clerkes bete him wel, and let him lie, 

And greithen hem, and take hir hors anon, 

And eke hir mele, and on hir way they gon: 

And at the mille dore eke they toke hir cake 

Of half a bufhel flour, ful wel ybake. 4319 
Thus is the proude miller wel ybete, 

And hath yloft the grinding of the whete, 

And paied for the fouper every del 

Of Alein and of John, that bete him wel ; 

Elis wif is fwived, and his doughter als ; 

Lo, fwiche it is a miller to be fals. 

And therfore this proverbe is fayd ful foth, 

Him thar not winnen wel that evil doth; 

A gilour fhal himfelf begiled be : 

And God that fiteth hie in mageftee 4320 

Save all this compagnie, gret and fmale. 

Thus have I quit the miller in my tale. 


THE COKES PROLOGUE, 


Tur Coke of London, while the Reve fpake, 
For joye (him thought) he clawed him on the bak : 
A ha (quod he) for Criftes paffion, 


This miller had a fharpe conclufion, 
Upon 


THE COKES PROLOGUE. tg 


Upon this argument of herbergage. 
Wel fayde Salomon in his langage, 
Ne bring not every man into thin hous, 
For herberwing by night is perilous. 4330 
Wel ought a man avifed for to be. 
Whom that he brought into his privetee. 
I pray to God fo yeve me forwe and care, 
If ever, fithen I highte Hodge of Ware, 
Herd I a miller bet yfette a-werk ; 
He had a jape of malice in the derk, 
But God forbede that we ftinten here, 
And therfore if ye vouchen fauf to here 
A tale of me that am a poure man, 
I wol you tell as wel as ever I can 434° 
A litel jape that fell in our citee. 
Our Hofte anfwerd and fayde ; I grant it thee: 
Now tell on, Roger, and loke that it be good, 
For many a paftee haft thou letten blood, 
And many a Jacke of Dover haft thou fold, 
That hath been twies hot and twies cold. 
Of many a pilgrim haft thou Criftes curfe, 
For of thy perfelee yet fare they the werfe, 
That they han eten in thy ftoble goos : 
For in thy fhop goth many a flie loos. 4350 
Now tell on, gentil Roger by thy name, 
But yet I pray thee be not wroth for game; 
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A man may fay ful foth in game and play. 
Thou fayft ful foth, quod Roger, by my fay ; 
But foth play guade /pel, as the Fleming faith : 
‘And therfore, Herry Bailly, by thy faith, 
Be thou not wroth, or we departen here, 
Though that my tale be of an hoftelere. 
But natheles, I wol not telle it yet, 
But er we part, ywis thou fhalt be quit. 4360 
And therwithal he lough and made chere, 
And fayd his tale, as ye fhul after here. 


THE COKES TALE. 


A PRENTIs whilom dwelt in our citee, 
And of a craft of vitaillers was he: 
Gaillard he was, as goldfinch in the fhawe, 
Broune as a bery, a propre fhort felawe : 
With lokkes blake, kembed ful fetifly. 
Dancen he coude fo wel and jolily, 

‘That he was cleped Perkin Revelour. 

He was as ful of love and paramour, 4370 
As is the hive ful of hony fwete ; 

Wel was the wenche with him mighte mete. 

At every bridale would he fing and hoppe ; 
He loved bet the taverne than the fhoppe. 
For whan ther any riding was in Chepe, 


Out of the fhoppe thider wold he lepe, 
And 
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And til that he had all the fight yfein, 
And danced wel, he wold not come agein ; 
And gadred him a meinie of his fort, 


4379 


To hoppe and fing, and maken fwiche difport : 


And ther they fetten fteven for to mete 
To plaien at the dis in fwiche a ftrete. 
For in the toun ne was ther no prentis, 
That fairer coude cafte a pair of dis 
Than Perkin coude, and therto he was fre 
Of his difpence, in place of privetee. 
That fond his maifter wel in his chaffare, 
For often time he fond his box ful bare. 
For fothly, a prentis, a revelour, 
That hanteth dis, riot and paramour, 
His maifter fhal it in his fhoppe abie, 
Al have he no part of the minftralcie. 
For theft and riot they ben convertible, 
Al can they play on giterne or ribible. 
‘Revel and trouth, as in a low degree, 


They ben ful wroth all day, as men may fee. 


This joly prentis with his maifter abode, 
Til he was neigh out of his prentifhode, 
Al were he fnibbed bothe erly and late, 
And fomtime Jad with revel to Newgate. 
But at the laft his maifter him bethought 
Upon a day, whan he his paper fought, 
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Of a proverbe, that faith this fame word 5 
Wel bet is roten appel out of hord, 
Than that it rotese allethe remenant : 
So fareth it by a riotous fervant ; 
It is wel Jaffe harm to let him pace, 
Than he fhende all the fervants in the place, 
Therfore his maifter yaf him a quitance, 4409 
And bad him go, with forwe and with mefchance. 
And thus this joly prentis had his leve : | 
Now let him riot all the night or leve. 
And for ther mis no thefe without a louke, 
That helpeth him to waften and to fouke 
Of that he briben can, or borwe may, 
Anon he fent, his bed and his array 
Unto a compere of his owen fort, 
That loved dis, and riot, and difport ; 
And had a wif, that held for contenance 
A fhoppe, and fwived for hire fuftenance. 4429 


THE MAN OF LAWES PROLOGUE. 


Ou R Hofte faw wel, that the brighte fonne 
The ark of his artificial day had ronne 
The fourthe part, and half an houre and more ; 
And though he were not depe expert in lore, 


He 
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He wifte it was the eighte and twenty day “ 
Of April, that is meffager to May ; 
And faw wel that the fhadow of every tree 
Was as in lengthe of the fame quantitce 

That was the body ereét, that caufed it ; 

And therfore by the fhadow he toke his wit, 4430 
That Phebus, which that fhone fo clere and bright, 
Degrees was five and fourty clombe on hight 5 
And for that day, as in that latitude, 

Tt was ten of the clok, he gan conclude ; 

And fodenly he plight his hors aboute. 

Lordings, quod he, I warne you all this route, 

The fourthe paitie of this day is gon. 

Now for the love of God and of Seint John 
Lefeth no time, as ferforth as ye may. 

Lordings, the time it wafteth night and day, 444° 
And fteleth from us, what prively fleping, 

And what thurgh negligence in our waking, 

As doth the ftreme, that turneth never again, 
Defcending fro the montagne into a plain. 

Wel can Senek and many a philofophre 

Bewailen time, more than gold in coffre. 

For loffe of catel may recovered be, 

But loffe of time fhendeth us, quod he. 

It wol not come again withouten drede, 


No more than wol Malkins maidenhede, 4460 
Whan 


mee | 
* 
hy 
A\ 
W 


SS apres 


See 


—< 
ae 


ee 7 
Satis Fe wr 


7 


if} 
x 
{yi } 
ae 
; 


— 


174 THE MAN OF LAWES PROLOGUE. 


Whan fhe hath loft it in_hire wantonnefle, 
Let us not moulen thus in idelneffe. 
Sire man of Lawe, quod he, fo have ye blis, 
Tell us a tale anon, as forword is. 
Ye ben fubmitted thurgh your free affent 
To ftonde in this cas at my jugement. 
Acquiteth you now, and holdeth your beheft ; 
Than have ye don your devoir at the left. 
Hofte, quod he, de par dieux jea affente, 
To breken forword is not min entente. 4460 
Beheft is dette, and I wold hold it fayn 
All my beheft, I can no better fayn. 
For fwiche lawe as man yeveth another wight, 
He fhuld himfelven ufen it by right. 
Thus wol our text: but natheles certain 
IT can right now no thrifty tale fain, 
But Chaucer (though he can but lewedly 
On metres and on riming craftily) 
Hath fayd hem, in fwiche Englifh as he can 
Of olde time, as knoweth many a man. 4470 
And if he have not fayd hem, leve brother, 
In o book, he hath fayd hem in another, 
For he hath told of lovers up and doun, 
Mo than Ovide made of mentioun 
In his Epiftolis, that ben ful olde. 
What fhuld I tellen hem, fin they ben tolde 3 


Tn 


THE MAN OF LAWES PROLOGUE. i75 


In youthe he made of Ceys and Alcyon, 

And fithen hath he {poke of everich on 

Thife noble wives, and thife lovers eke. 

Who fo that wol his large volume feke 4459 
Cleped the feintes legende of Cupide : 

Ther may he fe the large woundes wide 

Of Lucrece, and of Babylon Thitbe; 
The fwerd of Dido for the falfe Enee ; 
The tree of Phillis for hire Demophon ; 


> 


The plaint of Deianire, and Hermion, 
Of Adriane, and Yfiphilee ; 
The barreine ile ftonding in the fee ; 
~ The dreint Leandre for his fayre Hero; 
- The teres of Heleine, and eke the wo 4406 
Of Brifeide, and of Ladomia; 
The crueltee of thee, quene Medea, 
Thy litel children hanging by the hals, 

For thy Jafon, that was of love {fo fals. 
oO Hipermeftra, Penelope, Alcefte, 
Your wifhood he commendeth with the befte. 

But certainly no word ne writeth he 

Of thilke wicke enfample of Canace, 
That loved hire owen brother finfully ; 
(Of all fwiche curfed ftories I fay fy) 4500 
Or elles of Tyrius Appolonius, 
How that-the curfed king Antiochus 
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Beraft his doughter of hire maidenhede, 
That is fo horrible a tale for to rede, 
Whan he hire threw upon the pavement. 
And therfore he of ful avifement 

N’old never write in non of his fermons 
Of fwiche unkinde abhominations ; 

Ne I wol non reherfe, if that I may. 

But of my tale how fhal I don this day ? 4510 
Me were loth to be likened douteles 

To Mufes, that men clepe Pierides, 

( Metamerphofeos wote what I mene) 

But natheles I recche not a bene, 

Though I come after him with hawebakes 
I {peke in profe, and let him rimes make. 
And with that word, he with a fobre chere 
Began his tale, and fayde, as ye {hull here. 


THE MAN OF LAWES TALE. 


O sc ATHFUL harm, condition of poverte, 

With thirft, with cold, with hunger fo confounded, 
To afken helpe thee fhameth in thin herte, 4522 
If thou non afk, fo fore art thou ywounded, 
That veray nede unwrappeth al thy wound hid. 
Maugre thin hed thou muft for indigence 
Or ftele, or begge, or borwe thy difpence. 

Thou 
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Thou blameft Crift, and fayft ful bitterly, 
‘He mifdeparteth richeffe temporal 5 

hy neighebour thou witeft. finfully, 
And fayft, thou haft to litel, and he hath all: 
Parfay (fayft thou) fomtime he reken fhall, 4530 
Whan that his tayl fhal brennen in the glede, 
For he nought helpeth needful in hir nede, 


Herken what is the fentence of the wife, 
Bet is to dien than have indigence. 
Thy felve neighebour wol thee defpife, 
If thou be poure, farewel thy reverence. 
Yet of the wife man take this fentence, 
* Alle the dayes of poure men ben wicke, 
Beware therfore or thou come to that pricke, 


If thou be-poure, thy brother hateth thee, 4540 
And all thy frendes fleen fro thee, alas! 
O riche matchants, ful of wele ber ye, 
O noble, o prudent folk, as in this cas, 
‘Your bagges ben not filled with ambes as, 
But with fis cink, that renneth for your chance s$_ 
At Criftenmaffe mery may ye dance, 


‘Ye feken lond and fee for your winninges, 
‘As wife folk ye knowen. all th’eftat 
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Of reenes, ye ben fathers of tidinges, 


And tales, both of pees and of debat : 455° 
I were right now of tales defolat, 


N’ere that a marchant, gon is many a yere, 
Me taught a tale, which that ye fhull here. 


[In Surrie whilom dwelt a compagnie 
Of chapmen rich, and therto fad and trewe, 
That wide where fenten hir fpicerie, 
Clothes of gold, and fatins riche of hewe. 
Hir chaffare was fo thrifty and fo newe, 
That every wight hath deintee to chaffare 
With hem, and eke to fellen hem hir ware. 4560 


Now fell it, that the maifters of that fort 
Han fhapen hem to Rome for to wende, 
Were it for chapmanhood or for difport, 

Non other meflage wold they thider fende, 
But comen hemfelf to Rome, this is the ende : 
And in fwiche place as thought hem avantage 
tor hir entente, they taken hir herbergage. 


Sojourned han thefe marchants in that tour 
A certain time, as fell to hir plefance : 
And fo befell, that the excellent renoun ‘4570 
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Of the emperoures doughter dame Cuftance | 
Reported was, with eyery circumftance, 
Unto thefe Surrien marchants, in fwiche wife 


Fro day to day, as I fhal you devife, 


‘This was the commun Vois of every inan : 
Our emperour of Rome, God him fe, 
A doughter hath, that fin the world began, 
To reken as wel hire goodnefle as beaute, 
N’as never fwiche another as is fhe: | 
I pray to God in honour hire fuftene, 4580 | 
And wold fhe were of all Europe the quene. \ 


In hire is high beaute withouten pride, 
Youthe, withouten grenehed or folie : 
To all hite werkes vertue is hire guide; 
Humbleffe hath flaien in hire tyrannie : 
She is mirrour of alle curtefie, 

Hire herte is veray chambre of holineffe, 
Hire hond miniftre of fredom for almeffe. 


And al this vois was foth, as God is trewe, 
But now to purpos let us turne agein. 459° 
Thefe marchants han don fraught hir fhippes newe, 
And whan they han this blisful maiden fein, 
Home to Surrie ben they went ful fayn, 
N 2 
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And don hir nedes, as they han don yore; 
And liven in wele, I can fay you no more. 


Now fell it, that thefe marchants ftood in grace 
Of him that was the Soudan of Surrie: 
For whan they came from any ftrange place 
He wold of his benigne curtefie 
Make hem good chere, and befily efpie 4600 
Tidings of fundry regnes, for to lere 
The wonders that they mighte feen or here. 
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Amonges other thinges fpecially 
Thefe marchants han him told of dame Cuftance 
So gret nobleffle, in erneft ferioutly, 
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That this Soudan hath caught {o gret plefance 
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To han hire figure in his remembrance, 
That all his loft, and all his befy cure 


Was for to love hire, while his lif may dure. 


Paraventure in thilke large book, "4610 
Which that men clepe the heven, ywriten was 
With fterres, whan that he his birthe took, 

That he for love fhuld han his deth, alas ! 
or in the fterres, clerer than is glas, 

Is writen, God wot, who fo coud it rede, 
The deth of every man withouten drede. 


In 


In fterres many a winter therbeforn 
Was writ the deth of Heétor, Achilles, 
Of Pompey, Julius, or they were born ; 
The ftrif of Thebes ; and of Hercules, 
Of Sampfon, Turnus, and of Socrates 
The deth; but mennes wittes ben fo dull, 
That no wight can wel rede-it at the full. 


This Soudan for his prive councel fent, 
And fhortly of this matere for to pace, 
He hath to hem declared his entent, 
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4620 


And fayd hem certain, but he might have grace 


To han Cuftance, within a litel fpace, 
He n’as but ded, and charged hem in hie 
To fhapen for his lif fom remedie. 


Diverfe men, diverfe thinges faiden ; 
They argumentes caften up and doun 5 
Many a fubtil refon forth they laiden ; 
They fpeken of magike, and abufion ; 
But finally, as in conclufion, 
They cannot feen in that non avantage, 
Ne in non other way, fave mariage. 


Than faw they therin fwiche difficultee 
By way of refon, for to fpeke all plain, 
3 eh eS 
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Becaufe ther was fwiche diverfitee 4640 
Betwene hir bothe lawes, that they fayn, 

They trowen that no criften prince wold fayn 
Wedden his child under our lawe fwete, 

That us was yeven by Mahound our prophete, 


And he anfwered: Rather than I lefe 
Cuftance, I wol be criftened douteles : 


4 


mote ben hires, J may non other chefe, 

I pray you hold your arguinents in pees, 

Saveth my lif, and beth not reccheles 

To geten hire that hath my lif in cuye, 46 §0 

For in this wo I may not long endure. 
What nedeth greter dilatation 2 

I fay, by tretife and ambafiatrie, 

And by the popes mediation, 

And all the chirche, and all the chevalric, 

That in deftru€tion of Maumetrie, 

And in encrefe of Criftes lawe dere, 

They ben accorded fo as ye may here ; 


How that the Soudan and his baronage; 
And all his lieges fhuld ycriftened be, 4bboe 
And he fhal han Cuftance in mariage, 
And certain gold, I n’ot what quantitee, 
And hereto finden fufhfant furetee. 
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The fame accord is fworne on eyther fide ; 
Now, fair Cuftance, almighty God thee gide, 


Now wolden fom men waiten, as I gefle, 
That I fhuld tellen all the purveiance, 
The which that the emperour of his nobleffe 
Hath fhapen for his doughter dame Cuftance. 
Wel may men know that fo gret ordinance 4670 
May no man tellen in a litel claufe, 
As was arraied for fo high a caufe. 


Bifhopes ben fhapen with hire for to wende, 
Lordes, ladies, and knightes of renoun, 
And other folk ynow, this is the end. 
And notified is thurghout al the toun, 
That every wight with gret deyotioun 
Shuld prayen Crift, that he this mariage 
Receive in gree, and {pede this yiage. 


The day is comen of hire departing, 4680 
[ fay the woful day fatal is come, 
That ther may be no longer tarying, 
But forward they hem dreffen all and fome, 
Cuftance, that was with forwe all overcome, 
Ful pale arift, and drefleth hire to wende, 
For wel fhe feth ther n’is non other ende, 
N 4 Alas ! 
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Alas! what wonder 1s it though fhe wept ? 
That fhal be fent to ftraunge nation 
Fro frendes, that fo tendrely hire kept, 
And to be bounde under fubjeGtion 4690 
Of on, fhe knoweth not his condition. 
Houfbondes ben all good, and han ben yore, 
That knowen wives, | dare fay no more, 


Fader, (fhe faid) thy wretched child Cuftance, 
Thy yonge doughter, foftered up fo foft, | | 
And ye, my moder, my foveraine plefance 
Over all thing, (out taken Crift on loft) 
Cuftance your child hire recommendeth oft 
Unto your grace; for I fhal to Surrie, 


Ne fhal I never feen you more with eye. 4700 


Alas! unto the Barbare nation 
J mufte gon, fin that it is your will; 
But Crift, that ftarfe for our redemption, 
So yeve me grace his heftes to fulfill, 
} wretched woman no force though I fpill; 
‘Women arn borne to thraldom and penance, 
And to ben under mannes governance. 


J trow at Troye whan Pirrus brake the wall, 
Or Ilion brent, or Thebes the citee, 
Ne 
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Ne at Rome for the harm thurgh Hanniball, 4710 
That Romans hath venquefhed times three, 

N’as herd fwiche tendre weping for pitee, 

As in the chambre was for hire parting, 

But forth fhe mote, wheder fhe wepe or fing. 


O firfte moying cruel firmament, 
With thy diurnal fwegh that croudett ay, 
And hurtleft all from Eft til Occident, 
That naturally wold hold another way ; 
Thy crouding fet the heven in fwiche array 
At the beginning of this fierce viage, 4720 
That cruel Mars hath flain this marriage. 


Infortunat afcendent tortuous, 
Of which the lord is helpeles fall, alas ! 
Out of his angle into the derkeft hous. 
O Mars, o Atyzar, as in this cas 5 
O feble Mone, unhappy ben thy pas, 
Thou knitteft thee ther thou art not received, 
Ther thou were wel fro thennes art thou weived. 


Imprudent emperour of Rome, alas ! 
Was ther no philofophre in al thy toun ? 4730 
Is no time bet than other in fwiche cas ? 
Of viage is ther non eleétioun, 
Namely to folk of high conditioun, 
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Nat whan a rote is of a birth yknowe ? 
Alas ! we ben to lewed, or to flow. 


To fhip is brought this woful faire maid 
Solempnely, with every circumftance : 
Now Jefu Crift be with you all, fhe faid, 
Ther n’is no more, but farewel fair Cuftance. 
She peineth hire to make good countenance, 4740 
And forth I let hire fayle in this manere, 
And turne I wol againe to my matere, 


Bey, 
amend 


The mother of the Soudan, well of vices, 
Efpied hath hire fones pleine entente, 
How he wol lete his olde facrifices : 
And right anon fhe for her confeil fente, 
And they ben comen, to know what fhe mente, 
And whan affembled was this folk in fere, 
She fet hire doun, and fayd as ye fhul here. 
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Lordes, ( fhe fayd) ye knowen everich on, 
How that my fone in point is for to lete 
The holy lawes of our Alkaron, 
Yeven by Goddes meffager Mahomete : 
But on avow to grete God I hete, 
The lif fhal rather out of my body fterte, 
Than Mahometes lawe out of myn herte, 

What 


What fhuld us tiden of this newe lawe 
But thraldom to our bodies and penance, 
And afterward in helle to ben drawe, 
For we reneied Mahound our creance ? 
But, lordes, wol ye maken affurance, 

As I fhal fay, affenting to my lore? 
And I fhal make us fauf for evermore. 


They fworen, and affented every man 
To live with hire and die, and by hire ftond : 
And everich on, in the beft wife he can, 
To ftrengthen hire fhal all his frendes fond. 
And fhe hath this emprife ytaken in hond, 
Which ye fhull heren that I fhal devite, 
And to hem all fhe fpake right in this wife. 


We fhul firft feine us criftendom to take ; 
Cold water fhal not greve us but a lite: 
And I fhal fwiche a ete and revel make, 
That, as I trow, I fhal the Soudan quite. 
For tho his wif be criftened never fo white, 
She fhal have nede to wafh away the rede, 
Though fhe a font of water with hire lede. 


O Soudanneffe, rote of iniquitee, 
Virago thou Semyramee the fecond, 
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O ferpent under femininitee, 4780 
Like to the ferpent depe in helle ybound ; 

O feined woman, all that may confound 

Vertue and innocence, thurgh thy malice 

Is bred in thee, as neft of eyery yice, 


% 


O Sathan envious, fin thilke day 
That thou were chafed from our heritage, 
Wel knoweft thou to woman the olde way. 
Thou madeft Eva bring us in fervage, 
Thou wolt fordon this criften mariage « 
Thin inftrument fo (wala wa the while!) 4790 


Makeft thou of women whan thou wolt begile. 


This Soudanneffe, whom I thus blame and warrie, 
Let prively hire confeil gon hir way : 
What fhuld I in this tale longer tarie ? 
She rideth to the Soudan on a day, 
And fayd him, that fhe wold reneie hire lay, 
And criftendom of preftes hondes fong, | 


Repenting hire fhe hethen was fo long ; 


Befeching him to don hire that honour, 
That fhe might han the criften folk to feft: 4800 
To plefen hem I wol do my labour. 

The Soudan faith, I wol don at your heft, 
And kneling, thanked hire of that requett ; 
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So glad he was, ne n’ifte not what to fay, 
) . 
She kift hire fone, and home fhe goth hire way. 


Arrived ben thefe criften folk to lond 
In Surrie, with a gret folempne route, 
And haftily this Soudan fent his fond, 
Firft to his mother, and all the regne aboute, 
And fayd, his wif was comen out of doute, 4810 
And praide hem for to riden again the quene, 


The honour of his regne to fuftene. 


Gret was the preffe, and riche was th’array 
Of Surriens and Romanes met in fere. 
The mother of the Soudan riche and gay 
Received hire with all fo glad a chere, 

As any mother might hire doughter dere « 
And to the nexte citee ther befide. 
A fofte pas folempnely they ride. 
Nought trow I, the triumph of Julius, 4820 
Of which that Lucan maketh fwiche a boft, 
Was realler, or more curious, 
Than was th’affemblee of this blisful hoft: 
Buttfef this fcorpion, this wicked goft, 
The Soudanneffe, for all hire flattering 
Caft under this ful mortally to fting. 
The 
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The Soudan cometh himfelf fone after this 

So really, that wonder 1s to tell: 

And welcometh hire with allejoye and blis. 

And thus in mirth and joye I let hem dwell. 4530 
The fruit of this matere is that I tell. 

Whan time came, men thought it for the beft 
That revel ftint, and men go to hir reft. 


The time come is, this olde Soudanneffe 
Ordeined hath the fefte of which I tolde, 
And to the fefte criften folk heim dreffe 
In general, ya bothe yonge and olde. 
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But all to dere they bought it or they nfe, 4840 


O foden wo, that ever art fucceflour 
‘To worldly blis, fpreint is with bitternefle 
Th’ ende of the joye of our worldly labour : 
Wo occupieth the fyn of our gladneffe. 
Herken this confeil for thy fikerneffe : 
Upon thy glade day have in thy minde 
‘The unware wo of harm, that cometh behinde. 


For fhortly for to tellen at a word, 
The Soudan and the criften everich on 


Ben 
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Ben all to-hewe, and ftiked at the bord, 
But it were only dame Cuftance alone. 


4850 


‘This olde Soudanneffe, this curfed crone, 
Hath with hire frendes don this curfed dede, 
For fhe hirefelf wold all the contree lede. 


Ne ther was Surrien non that was converted, 
That of the confeil of the Soudan wot, 
That he n’as all to-hewe, er he afterted : 
And Cuftance han they taken anon fote-hot, 
And ina fhip all ftereles (God wot) 
They han hire fet, and bidden hire lerne fayle 4860 


Out of Surrie againward to Itaille. 


A certain trefor that fhe thither ladde, 
And foth to fayn, vitaille gret plentee, 
They han hire yeven, and clothes eke fhe hadde, 
And forth fhe fayleth in the falte fee : 
O my Cuftance, ful of benignitee,. 
O emperoures yonge doughter dere, _ 
He that is lord of fortune be thy ftere. 


She bleffeth hire, and with ful pitous vois 
Unto the crois of Crift thus fayde fhe. 
O clere, o weleful auter, holy crois, 

Red of the lambes blood ful of pitee, 
That wefh the world fro the old iniquitee, 


4870 
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Me fro the fende, and fro his clawes kepe, 
That day that I fhal drenchen in the depe. 


Victorious trée, protection of trewe, 
we ‘Hy wee That only were ordeined for to bere 
: The king of heven, with his woundes newe, 
The white lamb, that hurt was with a fpere ; 
Flemer of fendes, out of him and here 4880 
On which thy limmes faithfully extenden, 
Me kepe, and yeve me might my lif to amenden. 
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Yeres and dayes fleet this creature 
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On many a fory mele now may fhe baite, 
After hire deth ful often may fhe waite, 
Or that the wilde waves wol hire drive 
Unto the place ther as fhe fhal arive. 


Men mighten afken, why fhe was not flair ? 48g0 
Eke at the fefte who might hire body fave ? 
And I anfwer to that demand again, 
Who faved Daniel in the horrible cave, 
Ther every wight, fave he, mafter or knave, 
Was with the leon frette, or he afterte ? 
No wight but God, that he bare in his herte. 

God 
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God lift to fhew his wonderful miracle 


In hire, for we fhuld feen his mighty werkes : 


Crift, which that is to every harm triacle, 
By certain menes oft, as knowen clerkes, 
Doth thing for certain ende, that ful derke is 
To mannes wit, that for our ignorance 

Ne can nat know his prudent purveiance. 


Now fith fhe was not at the fefte y{lawe, 
Who kepte hire fro the drenching in the fee ? 
Who kepte Jonas in the fifhes mawe, 

“Til he was {pouted up at Ninivee ? 

Wel may men know, it was no wight but he 
That kept the peple Ebraike fro drenching, 
With drye feet thurghout the {ee paffing. 


Who bade the foure fpirits of tempeft, 
‘That power han to anoyen lond and fee, 
Both north and fouth, and alfo weft and eft, 
Anoyen neyther fee, ne lond, ne tree ? 
Sothly the commander of that was he 
That fro the tempeft ay this woman kepte, 
As wel whan fhe awoke as whan fhe flepte. 
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Wher might this woman mete and drinke have } 


‘Three yere and more, how lafteth hire vitaille ? 
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Who fed the Egyptian Mary in the cave 4920 
Or in defert ? no wight but Crift fans faille. 

Five thoufand folk it was as gret marvaille 

With loves five and fifhes two to fede: 

God {ent his foyfon at hire grete nede, 


She driveth forth into our Ocean 
Thurghout our wide fee, til at the laft 
Under an hold, that nempnen I ne can, 
fer in Northumberlond, the wave hire caft, 
And in the {and hire fhip ftiked fo faft, 
‘That thennes wolde it not in all a tide: 493@ 
The wille of Crift was that fhe fhulde abide. 


The conftable of the caftle doun is fare 
To feen this wrecke, and al the fhip he fought, 
And fond this wery woman ful of care ; 
He fond alfo the trefour that fhe brought : 
In hire langage mercy fhe befought, 
The lit out of hire body for to twinne, 


“Hire to deliver of wo that fhe was inne. 


A maner Latin corrupt was hire fpeche, 
But algate therby was fhe underftond. 4940 
The conftable, whan him Iift no lenger feche, 
This woful woman brought he to the lond. 
She kneleth doun, and thanketh Gaddes fond ; 


But 
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But what fhe was, fhe wolde no man feye 
For foule ne faire, though that fhe fhulde deye. 


She faid, fhe was fo mafed in the fee, 
That fhe forgate hire minde, by hire trouth, 
The conftable hath of hire fo gret pitee 
And eke his wif, that they wepen for routh: 
She was fo diligent withouten {louth 4950 
To ferve and plefen everich in. that place, 
That all hire love, that loken in hire face. 


The conftable and dame Hermegild his wif 
Were payenes, and that contree every wher ; 
But Hermegild loved Cuftance as hire lif; 
And Cuftance hath fo long fojourned ther 
In orifons, with many a bitter tere, 

Til Jefu hath converted thurgh his grace 
Dame Hermegild, conftableffe of that place. 


Tn all that lond no criften dorfte route ; 4969 
All criften folk. ben fled fro that contree 
Thurgh payenes, that conquereden all aboute 
The plages of the North by lond and fee. 
To Wales fled the criftianitee 
Of olde Bretons, dwelling in this ile; 
Ther was hir refuge for the mene while. 
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But yet n’ere criften Bretons fo exiled, 
That ther n’ere fom which in hir privitee 
Honoured Crift, and hethen folk begiled ; 
And neigh the caftle {wiche ther dwelten three: 4970 
That on of hem was blind, and might not fee, 
But it were with thilke eyen of his minde, | 
With which men mowen fee whan they ben blinde, 


Bright was the fonne, as in that fommers day, 
For which the conftable and his wif alfo: 
And Cuftance, han ytake the righte way 
Toward the fee, a furlong way or two, 
To plaien, and to romen to and fro ; 
And in hir walk this blinde man they mette, 
Croked and olde, with eyen faft yfhette. 4980 


{In the name of Crift (cried this blinde Breton) 
Dame Hermegild, yeve me my fight again. 
This lady wexe afraied of that foun, 
Left that hire hufbond, fhortly for to fain, 
Wold hire for Jefu Criftes love have flain, 
Til Cuftance made hire bold, and bad hire werche 
he will of Crift, as.doughter of holy cherche. 


The conftable wexe abafhed of that fight, 
And fayde; What amounteth all this fare ? 
Cuftance 
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Cuftance anfwwered ; Sire, it is Criftes might, 4990 
That helpeth folk out of the fendes fnare : 

And fo ferforth fhe gan our lay declare, 

That fhe the conftable, er that it were eve, 
Converted, and on Crift made him beleve. 


This conftable was not lord of the place 
Of which I fpeke, ther as he Cuftance fond, 
But kept it ftrongly many a winter {pace, 
Under Alla, king of Northumberlond, 
That was ful wife, and worthy of his hond 
Againe the Scottes, as men may wel here; 5000 
But tourne J wol againe to my matere. 


Sathan, that ever us waiteth to begile, 
Saw of Cuftance all hire perfe€tioun, m4 
And caft anon how he might quite hire wile, 

And made a yonge knight, that dwelt in that toun, 
Love hire fo hote of foule affectioun, : 
That veraily him thought that he fhuld fpille, 

But he of hire might ones han his wille. 


He woeth hire, but it availeth nought, 
She wolde do no finne by no wey: A g§Cr0 
And for defpit, he compaffed his thought 
To maken hire on fhameful deth to dey. 
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He waiteth whan the conftable is away, 
And prively upon a night he crepte 
In Hermegildes chambre while fhe flepte. 


Wery, forwaked in hire orifons, 
Slepeth Cuftance, and Hermegilde alfo. 
This knight, thurgh Sathanas temptations, 
All foftely is to the bed ygo, 
And cut the throte of Hermegilde atwo, 5020 
And layd the blody knif by dame Cuftance, 


And went his way, ther God yeve him mifchance 


Sone after cometh this conftable home again, 


And eke Alla, that king was of that lond, 

And faw his wife defpitoufly yflain, 

For which ful oft he wept and wrong his hond; 

And in the bed the blody knif he fond 

By dame Cuftance, alas! what might fhe fay ? 
f 


oy veray wo hire wit was all away. 


To king Alla was told all this mifchance, 5030 


And eke the time, and wher, and in what wife, 
[hat in a fhip was fonden this Cuftance, 

As here before ye han herd me devife : 

The kinges herte of pitee gan agrife, 

Whan he faw fo benigne a creature 


Palle in difefe and in mifaventure. 
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For as the lamb toward his deth is brought, 
So ftant this innocent beforn the king: 
This falfe knight, that hath this trefon wrought, 


199 


Bereth hire in hond that fhe hath don this thing :5040 


But natheles ther was gret murmuring 
Among the peple, and fayn they cannot gefle 
That fhe had don {fo gret a wickednefle. 


For they han feen hire ever fo vertuous, 
And loving Hermegild right as hire lif: 
Of this bare witneffe everich in that hous, 
Save he that Hermegild flow with his knif: 
This gentil king hath caught a gret motif 
Of this witnefs, and thought he wold enquere 


Deper in this cas, trouthe for to lere. 5 


Alas! Cuftance, thou haft no champion, 
Ne fighten canft thou not, fo wala wa! 
But he that ftarf for our redemption, 
And bond Sathan, and ygt lith ther he lay, 
So be thy ftronge champion this day 
For but if Crift on thee miracle kithe, 
Withouten gilt thou fhalt be flaine as fwwithe. 


She fet hire doun on knees, and thus fhe fayde ; 


Immortal God, that favedeft Sufanne 
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Fro falfe blame, and thou merciful mayde, 5060 
Mary I mene, doughter to feint Anne, 

Beforn whos child angels fingen Ofanne, 

If I be.gilteles of this felonie, 


ft 


My focour be, or elles fhal I die. 
Have ye not feen fomtime a pale face 

(Among a prees) of him that hath ben lad 

Toward his deth, wher as he geteth no grace, 

And {wiche a colour in his face hath had, 

Men mighten know him that was fo beftad, 

Amonges, all the faces in that route, 5070 

So ftant Cuftance, and loketh hire aboute. 


O quenes liying in profperitee, 
Duchefles, and ye ladies everich on, 
Haveth fom routhe on hire adverfitees 
An emperoures doughter flant alone ; 
She hath no wight to whom to make hire mone; 
O blood real, that ftondeftan this drede, 
Fer ben thy frendes in thy grete nede. 


This Alla king hath fwiche compaffioun, 
As gentil herte is fulfilled of pitee, 5080 
That fro his eyen ran the water doun. 
Now haftily do fecche a book, quod he ; 
And 


And if this knight wol fweren, how that fhe 
This woman flow, yet wol we us avife, 
Whom that we wol that fhal ben our juftice. 


A Breton book, written with Evangiles, 
Was fet, and on this book he {wore anon 
She giltif was, and in the mene whiles 
An hond him fmote upon the nekke bone, 
That doun he fell. at ones as a ftone: 

And both his eyen broft out of his face 
In fight of every body in that place, 


A vois was herd, in general audience, 


That fayd; Thow haft defclandred gilteles 


THE MAN OF LAWES TALE, 202 


$299 


The doughter of holy chirche in high prefence 5 


Thus haft thou don, and yet hold I my pees. 
Of this mervaille agaft was all the prees, 
As mafed folk they ftonden everich on 
For drede of wreche, fave Cuftance alone. 


Gret was the drede and eke the repentance 
Of hem that hadden wronge fufpection 
Upon this fely innocent Cuftance ; 

And for this miracle, in conclufion, 

And by Cuftances mediation, 

The king, and many another in that place, 
Converted was, thanked be Criftes grace. © 
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This falfe knight was flain for his untrouthe 
By jugement of Alla haftily ; 
And yet Cuftance had of his deth gret routhe ; 
And after this Jefus of .his mercy 5110 
Made Alla wedden ful folempnely 
This holy woman, that is fo bright and fhene, 
And thus hath Crift ymade Cuftance a quene. 


But who was woful (if I fhal not lie) 
Of this wedding but Donegild and no mo, 
The kinges mother, ful of tyrannie ? 
Hire thoughte hire curfed herte braft atwo; 
She wolde not that hire fone had do fo; 
Hire thoughte a defpit, that he fhulde take 
So ftrange a creature unto his make. §120 


Me lift not of the chaf ne of the ftre 
Maken fo long a tale, as of the corn. 
What fhulde [ tellen of the realtee 
Of this mariage, or which cours goth beforn, 
Who bloweth in a.trompe or in an horn? 
The fruit of every tale is for to fay ; 


They ete and drinke, and dance, and fing, and play. 


Det hs gon to bed, as it was {kill and right, 
cy DoD b 
r though that wives ben ful holy thinges, 


They 
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They moften take in patience a night §130 
Swiche maner neceflaries, as ben plefinges 

To folk that han ywedded hem with ringes, 

And lay a lite hir holineffe afide 

As for the time, it may no bet betide. 


On hire he gat a knave childe anon, 
And to a bifhop, and his conftable eke 
He toke his wif to kepe, whan he is gon 
‘To Scotland ward, his fomen for to feke. 
Now faire Cuftance, that is fo humble and meke, 
So long is gon with childe til that full 5140 
She halt hire chambre, abiding Criftes will. 


The time is come, a knave child fhe bere ; 
Mauricius at the fontftone they him calle. 
This conftable doth forth come a meflager, 
And wrote unto his king that cleped was Alle, 
How that this blisful tiding is befalle, 

And other tidings fpedeful for to fay. 
He hath the lettre, and forth he goth shis way. 


This meflager, to don his avantage, 
Unto the kinges mother rideth {withe, 5159 
And falueth hire ful faire in his langage. 
Madame, quod he, ye may be glad and blithe, 


And thanken God an hundred thoufand fithe ; 
My 
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My lady quene hath child, withouten doute, 
To joye and bliffe of all this regne aboute. - 


Lo here the lettre feled of this thing, 
That I moft bere in all the haft I may : 
If ye wol ought unto your fone the king, 
{am your fervant bothe night and day. 
Donegilde anfwerd, As now at this time nay; 5160 
But here I wol all night thou take thy reft, 
To-morwe wol I fay thee what me left. 


This meffager drank fadly ale and wine, 
And ftolen were his lettres prively 
Out of his box, while he flept as a fwine; 
And contrefeted was ful fubtilly 
Another lettre, wrought ful finfully, 
Unto the king dire&te of this matere 
Fro his conftable, as ye fhal after here. 


This lettre fpake, the quene delivered was 5170 
Of fo horrible a fendliche creature, 
That in the caftle non fo hardy was 
That any while dorfte therein endure : 
The mother was an elfe by aventure 
Ycome, by charmes or by forcerie, 

And eyerich man hateth hire compagnie. 
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> Wo was this king whan he this lettre had fein, 


But. to no wight he told ‘his forwes fore, 
But of his owen hand he wrote again ; 
Welcome the fonde of Crift for evermore 
To-me, that am now lerned in his lore: 
Lord, welcome be thy luft and thy plefance, 
My luftI put all in thyn ordinance. 


Kepeth this child, al be it foule or faire, 
And eke my wif, unto min home coming: 
Crift whan him hft may fenden me an heire, 
More agreable than this to my liking. 

This lettre he feled, prively weping, 
Which to the meflager was taken fone, 
And forth he goth, ther is no more to done. 


O meflager fulfilled of dronkenefle, 
Strong is thy breth, thy limmes faltren ay, 
And thou bewreieft alle fecreneffe ; 

Thy mind is lorne, thou jangleft as a jay 5 
Thy face is tourned in a new array 5 
Ther dronkeneffe regneth in any route, 
Ther is no confeil hid withouten doute. 


O Donegild, I ne have non Englifh diene 
Unto thy malice, and thy tirannie: 
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And therfore to the fende I thee refigne, 5206 
Let him enditen of thy traitorie. 

Fy mannifh, fy; o nay by God I lie; 

Fy fendliche {pirit, for I dare wel telle, 

Though thou here walke, thy {pirit is in helle. 


This meflager cometh fro the king again, 
And at the kinges modres court he light, 
And fhe was of this meflager ful fayn, 
And plefed him in all that ever fhe might. 
He dranke, and wel his girdel underpight ; 
He flepeth, and he fnoreth in his gife 5210 
All night, until the fonne gan arife. 


Eft were his lettres ftolen everich on, 
And contrefeted lettres in this wife. 
The king commanded his.conftable anon 
Up peine of hanging and of high jewrfe, 
That he ne fhulde foffren in no wife 
Cuftance within his regne for to abide 
Three daies and a quarter of a tide ; 


But inthe fame fhip as he hire fond, 
Hire and hire yonge fone, and all hire gere 5220 
He fhulde put, and croude hire fro the lond, 
And charge hire, that fhe never eft come there. 


O my 
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O my Cuftance, wel may thy ghoft have fere, 
And {fleping in thy dreme ben in penance, 
Whan Donegild caft all this ordinance. 


This meflager on morwe whan he awoke, 
Unto the caftel halt the nexte way ; 
And to the conftable he the lettre toke ; 
And whan that he this pitous lettre fey, 
Ful oft he fayd alas, and wala wa; 5230 
Lord Crift, quod he, how may this world endure? _ 
So ful of finne is many a creature. 


O mighty God, if that it be thy will, 
Sin thou art rightful yuge, how may it be 
That thou wolt foffren innocence to fpill, 
And wicked folk regne in profperitee 3 
A good Cuftance, alas! fo wo is me, 
That I mote be thy turmentour, or dey 
On fhaines deth, ther is non other wey. 


Wepen both yong and old in al that place, 524¢ 
Whan that the king this curfed lettre fent : 
And Cuftance with a dedly pale face 
The fourthe day toward the fhip fhe went: 
But natheles fhe taketh in good entent 
@f he will of Crift, and kneling on the ftrond 
She fayde, Lord, ay welcome be thy fond. 


He 
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He that me kepte fro the falfe blame, 
While I was in the lond amonges you, 
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He can me kepe fro harme and eke fro fhame 
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In the falt fee, although I fe not how: 5250 
As ftrong as ever he was, he is yet now, 
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That is to me my fail and eke my ftere. 
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Hire litel child lay weping in hire arm, 
And kneling pitoufly to him fhe faid, 


oe 


Pees, litel fone, I wol do thee no harm : 

With that hire couverchief of hire hed fhe braid, 
And over his litel eyen fhe it laid, 

And in hire arme fhe lulleth it ful faft, 

d\nd into'the heven hire eyen up fhe caft. 5260 
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Mother, quod fhe,‘and mayden bright Marie, 
Soth is, that thurgh womannes eggement 
Mankind was lorne, and damned ay to die, 

For which thy child was ona crois yrent : 
Thy blisful eyen faw all his turment, 
Than is ther no comparifon betwene 
Thy wo, and any wo man may fuitene. 
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Thou faw thy child yflain before thin eyen, 
And yet now liveth my litel child parfay : 
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Now 
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Now, lady bright, to whom all woful crien, 52790 
Thou glory of womanhed, thou faire inay, 

Thou haven of refute, bright fterre of day, 

Rew on my child, that of thy gentilleffe 

Reweft on every rewful in diftrefle. 


O litel child, alas! what is thy gilt, 
That never wroughteft finne as yet parde ? 
Why wol thi harde father have thee fpilt 3 
O mercy, dere coriftable, (quod fhe) 
As let itty litel child dwell here with thee : 
And if thou darft not faven him fro blame, 5286 
So kiffe Him ones in his fadres name. 


Therwith fhe Icketh backward to the lond, 
And faide ; Farewel, houfbond routheles ! 
And up fhe rift, and walketh doun the ftrond 
Toward the fhip, hire foloweth all the prees : 
And ever fhe praieth hire child to hold his pees, 
And taketh hire leve, and with an holy entent 
She bleffeth hire, and into the fhip fhe went. 


Vitailled was the fhip, at is no drede, 
Habundantly for hire a ful long {pace : §299 
And other neceffaries that fhuld nede 
She had ynow; heried be Goddes grace : 

For wind and wether, alntighty God purchace, 
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And bring hire home, I can no better fay, 
But in the fee fhe driveth forth hire way. 


Alla the king cometh home fone after this 
Unto his caftel, of the which I told, 
And afketh wher his wif and his child.1s ; 
The conftable gan about his herte cold, 
And plainly all the matere he him told 5300 
As ye han herd, I can tell 1t no better, 
\nd fhewed the king his fele and his letter ; 


cares aoe 
Knd faide ; Lc 


Lord, as ye commanded me 
| he Cas hie i le ] {; 1,- 7 ] d +7 ; 

Pp peine or deth, io nave on certain. 

Lhis mefflager turmented was, til he 

Mofte beknowe, and tellen plat and plain, 

Fro night to night in what place he had lain: 
And thus by wit and fubtil enquering 


linagined was by whom this harm gan {fpring. 


The hand was knowen that the lettre wrote, § 310 
And all the venime of this curfed dede ; 
But insvhat wife, certhinly I rot. 
The effect is this, that Alla out of drede 
Flis moder flew, that moun men plainly rede, 
For that fhe traitour was to hire ligeance : 
hus endeth this old Donsgild with mefchance. 

; The 
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The forwe that this Alla night and day 
Maketh for his wif and for his child alfo, 
Ther is no tonge that it tellen may. 

But now wol I agen to Cuftance go, 
That fleteth in the fee in peine and wo 
Five yere and more, as liked Criftes fonde, 
Or that hire fhip approched to the londe. 


§329 


Under an hethen caftel at the laft, 
(Of which the name in my text I not find) 
Cuftance and eke hire child the fee up caft. 
Almighty God, that faved all mankind, 
Have on Cuftance and on hire child fom mind, 
That fallen is in hethen hond eftfone , 
In point to fpill, as I fhal téll you fone. 


Doun fro the caftel cometh ther many a wight 
To gauren on this fhip, and on Cuftance ; 
But fhortly fro the caftel on a night, 
The lordes fteward (God yeve him mefchance) 
A theef, that had reneyed our creance, 
Came into the fhip alone, and faid, he wolde 
Hire lemman be, whether fhe wolde or n’olde. 


Wo was this wretched woman tho begon, 
Hire childe cried, and fhe cried pitoufly : 
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But blisful Mary halpe hire right anon, 5340 
For with hire ftrogling wel and mightily 

The theef fell over bord al fodenly, 

And in the fee he drenched for vengeance, 

And thus hath Crift unwemmed kept Cuftance. 


O foule luft of Iuxurie, lo thin ende, 
Nat only that thou fainteit mannes mind, 
3ut veraily thou wolt his body fhende. 


pad 


h’ende of thy werk, or of thy luftes blind, 

Is complaining : how many may men find, 

That not for Week fomtime, but for th’entent 5350 
Yo don this finne, ben other flain or fhent. 


How may this weke woman han thevftrength 
Hire to defend again this renegate ? 
© Golias, unmefurable of length, 
How mighte David maken thee fo mate ? 
Sd yonge, and of armure fo defolate, 
How dorft he Joke upon thy dredful face ? 
Wel may men feen it was but Goddes grace. 


Who yaf Judith corage or hardinefle 
To fleen him Holofernes in his tent, . §360 
And to deliver out of wretchednefle 


my 


he peple of God ? I fay for this entent, 


That right as God fpirit of vigour fent us 
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To hem, and faved hem out of mefchance, 
So fent he might and vigour to Cuftance, 


. Forth goth hire fhip thurghout the narwe mouth 
Of Jubaltare and Septe, driving alway, 

Somtine Weft, and fomtime North and South, 

And fomtime Eft, ful many a wery day : 

Til Criftes moder (bleffed be fhe ay) $370 
Hath fhapen thurgh hire endeles goodnefle 

To make an end of all hire hevineffe, — 


Now let us ftint of Cuftance but a throw, 
And fpeke we of the Romane emperour, 
That out of Surrie hath by lettres knowe 
The flaughter of criften folk, and difhonour 
Don tohis doughter by a falfe traitour, 

I mene the curfed wicked Soudannefle, 
That at the feft let fleen both more and leffe. 


For which this emperour hath fent anon 5380 
His fenatour, with real ordinance, 
And other lordes, God wote, many on, 
On Surriens to taken high vengeance: 
They brennen, fleen, and bring hem to mefchance 
Ful many a day : but fhortly this is th’ende, 


Homward to Rome they fhapen hem to wende. 
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This fenatour. repaireth with victorie 
To Rome ward, fayling ful really, 
And met the fhip driving, as faith the ftorie, 
In which Cuftance fitteth ful pitoufly : 539° 
Nothing ne knew he what fhe was, ne why 
She was in fwiche array, ne fhe wil fey 
Of hire eftat, though that fhe fhulde dey. 


He bringeth hire to Rome, and to his wif 
He yaf hire, and hire yonge fone alfo ; 
And with the fenatour fhe lad hire lif, 
Thus can our lady bringen out of wo 
Woful Cuftance, and many another mo: 
And longe time dwelled fhe in that place, 
In holy werkes ever, as was hire grace. 549° 


The fenatoures wif hire aunte was, 
But for all that fhe knew hire never the more : 
I wol no longer tarien 1 this cas, 
But to king Alla, which I fpake of yore, | 
That for his wif wepeth and fiketh fore, 
{ wol returne, and Jet I wol Cuftance 
Under the fenatoures governance. | 


King Alla, which that had his moder flain, 
Upon a day fell in fwiche repentance, 
f bs vi 
That 


That if I fhortly tellen fhal and plain, 


To Rome he cometh to receive his penance, 


And putte him in the popes ordinance 
In high and low, and Jefu Crift befought, 
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5410 


Foryeve his wicked werkes that he had wrought. 


The fame anon thurghout the toun 1s born, 


How Alla king fhal come on pilgrimage, 
By herbergeours that wenten him beforn, 
For which the fenatour, as was ufage, 
Rode him againe, and many of his linage, 
As wel to fhewen his high magnificence, 
As to don any king a reverence. 


Gret chere doth this noble fenatour 
To king Alla, and he to him alto; 
Everich of hem doth other gret honour ; 
And fo befell, that in a day or two 
This fenatour is to king Alla go 
To feft, and fhortly, if I fhal not lie, 
Cuftances fone went in his compagnie. 


5420 


Som men wold fain at requefte of Cuftance 


This fenatour hath lad this child to fefte : 


¥ may not tellen every circumftance, 

Be as be may, ther was he at the lefte : 
But foth is this, that at his mothers hefte 
P 4 
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Beforn 
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Beforn Alla, during the metes fpace, 
The child ftood, loking in the kinges face. 


This Alla king hath of this child gret wonder, 
And to the fenatour he faid anon, 
Whos is that faire child that ftondeth yonder ? 
T n’ot, quod he, by God and by Seint John ; 
A moder he hath, but fader hath he non, 5449 
That I of wote: but fhortly in a ftound % 
He told Alla how that this child was found, 


But God wot, quod this fenatour alfo, 
So vertuous a liver in all my lif 
Ne faw I neyer, as fhe, ne herd of ma 
Of worldly woman, maiden, widewe or wif: 
I dare wel fayn hire hadde lever a knif 
Thurghout hire breft, than ben a woman wikke, 
Ther is no man coude bring hire to that prikke. 


Now was this child.as like unto Cuftance 5450 
As poffible is a creature to be ; 
This Alla hath the face in remembrance 
Of dame Cuftance, and theron mufed he, : 
Jf that the childes moder were aught fhe 
That is his wif, and prively he fighte, 
And {ped him fro the table that he mighte, 
Parfay, 


ei 
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Parfay, thought he, fantome is in min hed, 
I ought to deme of fkilful jugement, 
That in the falte-fee my wif ‘is ded, 
And afterward he made his argument; 5460. 
What wot I, if that Crift have hider fent } 
My wif by fee, as wel as he hire lent 
To my contree, fro thennes that fhe went? 


And after noon home with the fenatour 
Goth Alla, for to fee this wonder chance, 
This fenatour doth Alla gret honour, 

And haftily he fent after Cuftance : 
But trufteth wel, hire lufte not to dance. 
Whan that fhe wifte wherfore was that fonde, 


Unnethe upon hire feet fhe mighte ftonde. 5470 


Whan Alla faw his wif, faire he hire grette, 
And wept, that it was routhe for to fee, 
For at the firfte look he on hire fette 
He knew wel veraily that it was fhe: 

And fhe for forwe, as domb ftant as a tree: 
So was hire herte fhette in hire diftreffe, 
Whan fhe remembered his unkindenefle, 


Twies fhe fwouneth in his owen fight, 


He wepeth and him excufeth pitoutly ; 
Now 
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Now God, quod he, and all his halwes bright 5480 
So wifly on my foule as have mercy, 

That of your harme as gilteles am I, 

As is Maurice my fone, fo like your face, 

Elles the fend me fetche out of this place. 


Long was the fobbing and the bitter peine, 
Or that hir woful hertes mighten cefe, 
Gret was the pitee for to here hem pleine, 
‘Thurgh whiche pleintes gan hir wo encrefe, 
I pray you all my labour to relefe, 
I may not tell hir wo until to-morwe, 549° 
J am fo wery for to fpeke of forwe, 


But finally, whan that the foth is wift, 
‘That Alla gilteles was of hire wo, 
T trow an hundred times han they kift, 
And fwiche a bliffe is ther betw1x hem two, 
That fave the joye that lafteth evermo, 
Ther is non like, that any creature 
Hath feen or fhal, while that the world may dure, 


Tho praied fhe hire hufbond mekely 
In releef of hire longe pitous pine, 5500 
That he wold pray hire fader fpecially, 
That of his mageftee he wold encline 
To vouchefauf fom day with him to dine: 
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She praied him eke, he fhulde by no way 
Unto hire fader no word of hire fay. 


Som men wold fayn, how that the child Maurice 
Doth this meflage until this emperour : 
But as I geffe, Alla was not fo nice, 
To him that is fo foveraine of honouy 
As he that is of criften folk the flour, 5510 
Send any child, but it is bet to deme 


-He went himfelf, and fo it may wel feme. 


This emperour hath granted gentilly 
To come to dinner, as he him befoughte : 
And wel rede I, he loked befily | 
Upon this child, and on his doughter thaught 
Alla goth to his inne, and as him ought, 
Arraied for this fefte in every wile, 
As ferforth as his conning may fufhice. 


The morwe came, and Alla gan him dreffe, 5520 
And eke his wif, this emperour, to mete: _ 
And forth they ride in joye and in gladnefie, 
And‘whan fhe faw hire fader in the ftrete, 
She light adoun and falleth him to fete. 
Fader, quod fhe, your yonge child Cuftance 


Is now ful clene out of your remembrance. 
Tam 
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I am your doughter, your Cuftance, quod fhe, 
That whilom ye han fent into Surrie ; 
Jt am J, fader, that in the falte fee 
Was put alone, and dampned for to die, 
Now, goode fader, I you mercy crie, 
Send me no more into non hetheneffe, 


But thanketh my lord here of his kindeneffe, 


5530 


Who can the pitous joye tellen all 
Betwix hem thre, fin they ben thus ymette ? 
But of my tale make an ende I fhal, 
The day goth faft, I wol no longer lette. 
Thife glade folk to dinner ben yfette, 
In joy and bliffe at mete I let hem dwell, 
A thoufand fold wel more than I can tell. 5540 


This child Maurice was fithen emperour 
Made by the pope, and lived criftenly, 
To Criftes chirche did he gret honour: 
But I let all his ftorie paffen by, 
Of Cuftance is my tale fpecially, 
In the olde Romane geftes men may find 
Maurices lif, I bere it not in mind. 


his king Alla, whan he his time fey, 
With his Cuftance, his holy wif fo fwete, 
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To Englond ben they come the righte wey, 5550 
Ther as they live in joye and in quiete. 

But litel while it lafteth I you hete, 

Joye of this world for time wol not abide, 

Fro day to night it changeth as the tide. 


Who lived ever in fwiche delite o day, 
That him ne meved other confcience, 
Or ire, or talent, or fom kin affray, 
Envie, or pride, or paffion, or offence ? 
I ne fay but for this end this fentence, 
That litel while in joye or in plefance 5560 
Lafteth the bliffe of Alla with Cuftance. 


For deth, that taketh of hie and low his rente, ° 
Whan paffed was a yere, even as I geffe, 
Out of this world this king Alla he hente, 
For whom Cuftance hath ful gret. hevineffe. 
Now let-us praien God his foule bleife : 
And dame Cuftance finally to fay, 
‘Toward the toun of Rome goth hire way. 


To Rome is come this holy creature, 
And findeth ther hire frendes hole and found : 557° 
Now is fhe feaped all hire aventure : 
And whan that fhe hire fader hath yfound, 


Doun on hire knees falleth fhe to ground, 
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Weping for tenderneffe in herte blithe 
She herieth God an hundred thoufand fithe, 


In vertue and in holy alimeffe dede 
They liven alle, and never afonder wende ; 
Till deth departeth hein, this lif they lede : 
And fareth now wel, my tale ts at an ende. 
Now Jefu Crit, that of his might may fende 5586 
Joye after wo, governe us in his grace, 
And kepe us alle that ben in this place. 


THE WIF OF BATHES PROLOGUE: 


Ex PERIENCE, though non auétoritee 
Were in this world, is right ynough for me 
To fpeke of wo that is in mariage: 
For, lordings, fin I twelf yere was of age, 
(Thanked be God that is eterne on live) 
Hufbondes at chirche dore have I had five, 
(If I fo often might han wedded be) 
And all were worthy men in hir degree. $590 
But me was told, not longe time agon is, 
That fithen Crift ne went never but onis | 
To wedding, in the Cane of Galilee, 
That by that’ ilke enfample taught he me, 
That I ne fhulde wedded be but ones. 
Lo, herke eke, which a fharpe word for the nones 


Befide 
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Befide a welle Jefu God and man 

Spake in reprefe of the Samaritan : 
‘Thou haft yhadde five hufbonds, fayde he ; 
And thilke man, that now hath wedded thee, 5600 
Ts not thyn-hufbond: thus faid he certain, 

What that he ment therby, I can not fain, 

But that I afke, why that the fifthe man 

Was non hufbond to the Samaritan ? 

How many might fhe have in mariage ? 

Yet herd I never tellen in min age 

Upon this noumbre diffinitioun ; 

Men may devine, and glofen up and doun. 

But wel I wot, expreffe withouten lie 

God bad us for to wex and multiplie ; §6i0 
That gentil text can I wel underitond. 

Eke wel I wot, he fayd, that min hufbond 

Shuld leve fader and moder, and take-to me 5 

But of no noumbre mention made he 

Of bigamie or of otogamie ; 

Why fhuld men than fpeke of it vilanie ? 

Lo here the wife king Dan Salomon, 

I trow he hadde wives mo than on, 

(As wolde God it leful were to me 

To be refrefhed half fo oft as he) 5620 
Which a gift of God had he for alle his wives 3 
No man hath fwiche, that in this world ‘on live is. 
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God wot, this noble king, as to my witte; 
The firfte night had many a mery fitte 
With eche of hem, fo wel was him on live, 
Blefled be God that I have wedded five, 
Welcome the fixthe whan that ever he fhall: 
For fith I wol not kepe me chatfte in all, 
Whan min hufbond is fro the world ygon, 
Som criften man fhal wedden me anon. 5636 
For than the apoitle faith, that I am fre 
To wedde a goddefhalf wher it liketh me. 
He faith, that to be wedded is no finne ; 
Better is to be wedded than to brinne. 

What rekketh me though folk fay vilanie 
Of fhrewed Lamech, and his bigamie ? 


~T wot wel Abraham was an holy man, 


And Jacob eke, as fer as ever I can, 
And eche of hem had wives mo than two, 
And many another holy man alfo. 5649 
Wher can ye feen in any maner age 
That highe God defended mariage 
By exprefle word? I pray you telleth me, 
Or wher commanded he virginitee ? 
I wot as wel as ye, it is no drede, 
The apoftle, whan he fpake of maidenhede, 
He faid, that precept therof had he non + 
Men may confeille. a woman to ben on, 
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But confeilling is no commandement ; 
He put it in our owen jugement. 650 
For hadde God commanded maidenhede, 
Than had he dampned wedding out of drede ; 
And certes, if ther were no fede yfowe, 
Virginitee than wherof fhuld it growe ? 
Poule dorfte not commanden at the leit 
A thing, of which his maifter yaf non heft, 
The dart is fette up for virginitee, 
Catch who fo may, who renneth beft let fee, 
But this word is not take of every wight, 
But ther as God wol yeve it of his might. 5660 
I wot wel that the apoftle was a maid, 
But natheles, though that he wrote and faid, 
He wold that every wight were fwiche as he, 
All n’is but confeil to virginitee. 
And for to ben a wif he yaf me leve, 
Of indulgence, fo n’is it non repreve 
‘To wedden me, if that my make die, 
Withoute exception of bigamie ; 
All were it good no woman for to touche, 
(He ment as.in his bed or in his couche) 5670 
For peril is both fire and tow to affemble ; 
Ye know what this-enfample may refemble. 
. This is all and fom, he held virginitee 
More parfit than wedding in freeltee : 
You. I. i (Freeltee 
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(Freeltee clepe J, but if that he and fhe 

Wold lede hir lives all in chaftitee) 

J graunt it wel, | have of non envie, 

Who maidenhed preferre to bigamie ; 

It liketh hem to be clene’in body and goft : 

Of min eftat I wol trot maken boft. 5680 
For wel ye know, a lord in his houfhold 

Ne hath nat every veffell all of gold: 

Som ben of tree’; and don hir lord feryice. 

God clepeth folk to him in fondry wife, 

And everich hath of God a propre gift, 


Som this, fom that, as that him liketh fhift. 


, 
Virginitee 1s gret perfection, 
And continence eke with devotion : 
But Crift, that of perfection is welle, 
Ne bade not every wight he fhuld go {elle 5690 
All that he had, and yeve it to the poure, 
And in fwiche wife folow him and his lore : 
He fpake to hem that wold live parfitly, 
And, lordings, (by your leve) that am nat qT; 
{ wol beftow the flour of all myn age 
tn th’ aétes and the fruit of mariage. 
Tell me alfo, to what conclufion 
Were membres made of generation, 
And of fo parfit wife a wight ywrought ? 
Yrufteth me wel, they were nat made for nought. 
Glote 
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Glofe who fo wol, and fay bothe up and down, 
That they were made for purgatioun 
Of urine, and of other thinges finale, 
And eke to know a female from a male : 
And for non other caufé? fay ye no? 
The experience wot wel it is not fo. 
So that the clerkes bé not with me wroth, 
I fay this, that they maked ben for both, 
This is to fdyn, for office, and for efe 
Of engendrure, ther we not God difplefe. 5710, 
Why fhuld men elles in hir bookes fette, | 
That man fhal yelden to his wif hire dette ? ai 
Now wherwith fhuld he make his payement, | 
If He ne ufed his fely inftrument ? 
Than were they made upon a creature 
To purge urine, and eke for engendrure. 
But I fay not that every wight is hold, 
That hath fwiche harneis as I to you told, 
To gon and ufen hem in engendrure ; 
Than fhuld men take of chaftitee no cure. 5720 
Crift was a maide, and fhapen as a man, 
And many a feint, fith that this world began, 
Yet lived they ever in parfit chaftitee. 
I Will envie with no virginitee. 
Let hem with bred of pured whete be fed, 
And let us wivés eten barly bred. 
Q.3 
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And yet with barly bred, Mark tellen can, 
Our Lord Jefu refrefhed many a man. 
In fwiche eftat as God hath cleped us, 
I wol perfever, I n’am not precious, 5730 
In wif hode wol I ufe min inftrument 
As frely as my maker hath it fent. 
If I be dangerous God yeve me forwe, 
Min hufbond fhal it have both even and morwe, 
Whan that him lift come forth and pay his dette. 
An hufbond wol I have, I wol not lette, 
Which fhal be both my dettour and my thrall, 
And have his tribulation withall 
Upon his flefh, while that I am his wif. 
[ have the power during all my lif ’ §740 
lis propre ipl and nat he ; 
Right thus the apoftle told it unto me, 
And bad our Nib ote for to love us wel; 
ll this fentence me liketh every del. 
Up ftert the pardoner, and that anon; 
Now, dame, quod he, by God and by Seint John, 


i Hg | Lia Aran be ase 
Ye ben a noble prechour in this cas. 


What? fhuld I bie it on my fleth fo dere ? 
Yet had I lever wed no wif to-yere. 575° 
Abide, quod fhe, my tale 1s not begonne. 
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Nay, thou fhalt drinken of another tonne 
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Er that I go, fhal favour worfe than ale. 

And whan that I have told thee forth my tale 

Of tribulation in mariage, 

Of which I am expert in all min age, 

(This is to fayn myfelf hath ben the whippe) 

Than maieft thou chefen wheder thou wolt fippe 

Of thilke tonne, that I fhal abroche. 

Beware of it, er thou to neigh approche. 5760 

For I fhal tell enfamples mo than ten : 

Who fo that n°ill beware by other men 

By him fhal other men correéted be : 

Thife fame wordes writeth Ptholomee, 

Rede in his Almagefte, and take it there. 
Dame, I wold pray you, if your will 1t were, 

Sayde this pardoner, as ye began, 

Tell forth your tale, and {pareth for no man, 

And techeth us yonge men of your practike. 
Gladly, quod fhe, fin that it may you like.5770 

But that I pray to all this compagnie, 

If that I fpeke after my fantatie, 

As taketh not a greefe of that I fay, 

For min entente is not but for to play. 
Now, fires, than wol I tell you forth my tale. 

As ever mote I drinken win or ale 

T fhal fay foth, the hufbondes that I had 

As three of hem were good, and two were bad. 
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The three were goode men and riche and olde. 
Unnethes mighten they the ftatute holde, 5790 
In which that they were bounden unto me, 

Ye wot wel what I mene of this parde, 

As God me helpe, I laugh whan that I thinke, 
How pitoufly a-night ] made hem fwinke, 

But by my fay, I tolde of jt no ftore: 

‘They had me yeven hir lond and hir trefore, 

Me neded not do lenger diligence 

To win hir love, or don hem reverence. 

They loyed me fo wel by God above, 

That I ne tolde no deintee of hir love. 5799 
A wife woman wol befie hire ever in on 

To geten hir love, ther as fhe hath non, 

But fith ] had hem holly in min hond, 

And that they hadde yeven me all hir lond, 

What fhuld I taken kepe hem for to plefe, 


s 


But it were for my profit, or min efe? 
T fet hem fo a-werke by my fay, 

That many a night they fongen wala wa. 
The bacon was not fet for hem, I trow, 

rat fom men have jn Effex at Donmow. 5500 
I coyerned hem fo wel after my lawe, 


That eche of hem ful blisful was and fawe 


To bringen me gay thinges fro the feyre, 
“They were ful glade whan I fpake hem fayre, 


For 
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For God it wot, I chidde hem fpitoufly. 
Now herkeneth how I bare me proprely. 
Ye wife wives, that can underftond, 
Thus fhul ye fpeke, and bere hem wrong on hond, 
For half fo boldely can ther no man 
Sweren and lien as a woman can. 5810 
(I fay not this by wives that ben wile, 
But if it be whan they hem mifavite.) 
A wie wif if that fhe can hire good, 
Shal beren hem on hond the cow is wood, 
And taken witneffe of hire owen mayd 
Of hir affent: but herkeneth how I fayd. 
Sire olde kaynard, is this thin aray? 
Why is my neigheboures wif fo gay? 
She is honoured over al wher fhe goth, 
{ fit at home, I have no thrifty cloth. 5820 
What doft'thou at my neigheboures hous ? 
Is the fo faire? art thou fo amorous ? 
What rowneft thou with our maide ? benedicite, 
Sire olde lechour, let thy japes be. 
And if I have a goffib, or a frend, 
(Withouten gilt) thou chideft as a fend, 
If that I walke or play unto his hous. 
Thou comeft home as dronken as a mous, 
And precheft on thy benche with evil prefe : 
Thou fayft to me, it is a gret mefchiete 5830 
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To wed a poure woman, for coftage : 
And if that fhe be riche of high parage, 


Than fayf thou, that it 1s a tourménhtrie 
To foffre hire pride and hire melancolie. 


iy 


And if that fhe be faire, thou veray knave, 

Thou fayft that every holour wol hire have, 

She may no while in chaftitee abide, 

That is aflailled upon every fide. 

‘Thou faytt fom folk defire us for richeffe, 

Som for our fhape, and fom for our fairneffe, 5840 
And fom, for fhe can other fing or dance, 

And fom for gentilleffe and daliance, 

Som for hire hondes and hire armes {male : 
Thus goth all to the devil by thy tale. 
Thou fayft, men may not kepe a caftel wal, 
{t may fo long affailled be over al. 

And if that fhe be foul, thou fayft, that fhe 


1 
I 
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oveteth every man that fhe may fee ; 

For as afpaniel, fhe wol on him lepe, 

Til fhe may finden fom man hire to chepe. 5850 

Ne non fo grey goos goth ther in the lake, 

(As fayft thou) that wol ben wWithoute a make. 

And fayit, it is an hard thing for to welde 

A thing, that no man wol his thankes helde. 
‘hus fayft thou, lorel, whan thou goit to bed, 

« Cc 
And that no wife man nedeth for to wed, 


Ne 
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Ne no man that entendeth unto heven. 
With wilde thonder dint and firy leven 
Mote thy welked nekke be to-broke. 

Thou fayft, that dropping houfes, and eke fmoke, 
And chiding wives maken men to flee 5861 
Out of hir owen hous; a, benedicite, 

What aileth fwiche an old man for to chide ? 

Thou fayft, we wives wol our vices hide, 

Til we be faft, and than we wol hem fhewe. 
Wel may that be a proverbe of a fhrewe. 

Thou fayft, that oxen, affes, hors, and houndes, 

They ben affaied at diverfe ftoundes, 

Bafines, lavoures, or that men hem bie, 

Spones, ftooles, and all {wiche hufbondrie, 5870 

And fo ben pottes, clothes, and aray, 

But folk of wives maken non aflay, 

Til they ben wedded, olde dotard fhrewe ! 

And than, fayft thou, we wol our vices fliewe. 
Thou fayft alfo, that it difplefeth ine, 

But if that thou wolt preifen my beautee, 

And but thou pore alway upon my face, 

And clepe me faire dame in every place ; 

And but thou make a fefte on thilke day 

That I was borne, and make me frefh and gay; 5880 

And but thou do to my norice honour, 

And to my chamberere within my bour, 
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And to my faders folk, and myn allies ; 
Thus fayft thou, olde barel ful of lies. 
And yet alfo of our prentis Jankin, 
For his crifpe here, fhining as gold fo fin, 
And for he fquiereth me both up and doun, 
Yet haft thou caught a falfe fufpeétion : 
I wol him nat, though thou were ded to-morwe. 
But tell me this, why hideft thou with forwe 5890 
The keies of thy cheft away fro me? 
It is my good as wel as thin parde. 
What, weneft thou make an idiot of our dame ? 
Now by that Lord that cleped is Seint Jame, 
Thou fhalt nat bothe, though that thou were wood, 
Be maifter of my body and of my good, 
‘That on thou fhalt forgo maugre thin eyen. 
What helpeth it of me to enquere and fpien ? 
J trow thou woldeft locke me in thy chefte. 
Thou fhuldeft fay, Fayr wif, go wher thee lefte; 5900 
Take your difport ; I wol nat leve no tales ; 
I know you for a trewe wif, dame Ales. 
We love no man, that taketh kepe or charge 
Wher that we gon, we wol be at our large, 
Of alle men ybleffed mote he be 
The wife aftrologien Dan Ptholomee, 
That fayth this proverbe in his Almagcfte : 
Of alle men his wifdom is highefte, 
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‘That rekketh not who hath the world in hond. 

By this proverbe thou {halt wel underftond, s910 
Have thou ynough, what thar thee rekke. or care 
How merily that other folkes fare? 

For certes, olde dotard, by your leve, 

Ye fhullen have queint right ynough at eve, 
He is to gret a nigard that wol werne 

A man to light a candel at his lanterne 3 

He fhal have never the leffe light parde. 

Haye thou ynough, thee thar not plainen thee, 

Thou fayft alfo, if that we make us gay 
With clothing and with precious array, 5920 
That it is peril of our chaftitee. 

And yet with forwe thou enforceft thee, 
And fayft thife wordes in the apoftles name : 
In habit made with chaftitee and fhame 
Ye women fhul appareile you, (quod he) 
And nat in treffed here, and gay perrie, 
As perles, ne with gold, ne clothes riche. 
After thy text, ne after thy rubriche 
I wol not work as mochel as a gnat. 
Thou fayft alfo, Iwalke out hkeacat; 5930 
For who fo wolde fenge the cattes {kin, 
Than wol the cat wel dwellen in-hire in; 
And if the cattes {kin be fleke and gay, 
She wol nat dwellen in hous half a day, 
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But forth fhe wol, or any day be dawed, 
To fhew hire fkin, and gon a caterwawed. 
This is to fay, if I be gay, fire fhrewe, 
I wolrenne out, my borel for to fhewe. 
Sire olde fool, what helpeth thee to fpien ? 
Though thou pray Argus with his hundred eyen 5940 
To be my wardecorps, as he can beft, 
Yn faith he fhal not kepe me but me left : 
Yet coude J make his berd, fo mote I the. 

Thou fayeft eke, that ther ben thinges three, 
Which thinges gretly troublen all this erthe, 
And that no wight ne may endure the ferthe : 
O lefe fire fhrewe, Jefu fhort thy lif. 

Yet precheft thou, and fayft, an hateful wif 
Yrekened is for on of thife mefchances. 
Be ther non other maner refemblances 5950 
That ye may liken your parables to, 
But if a fely wif be on of tho? 

Thou likeneft eke womans love to helle, 
To barrein lond, ther water may not dwelle. 

Thou lkeneft it alfo to wilde fire ; 
The more it brenneth, the more it hath defire 
To confume every thing, that brent wol be. 

Thou fayeft, right as wormes fhende a tre, 
Right fo a wif deftroieth hire hufbond ; 
This knowen they that ben to wives bond. 5960 


Lordings, 


Lordings, right thus, as ye han underftond, 
Bare I ftifly min old hufbondes on hond, 
That thus they faiden in hir dronkennefle ; 

- And all was falfe, but as I toke witnefle 

On Jankin, and upon my nece alfo, 

O Lord, the peine I did hem, and the wo, 
Ful gilteles, by Goddes fwete pine ; 

For as an hors, I coude bite and whine ; 

I coude plain, and I was in the gilt, 

Or elles oftentime I had ben fpilt. 

Who fo firft cometh to the mill, firft grint ; 
I plained firft, fo was our werre yftint. 
They were ful glad to excufen hem ful blive. 
Of thing, the which they never agilt hir live. 
Of wenches wold I beren hem on hond, 
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597° 


Whan that for fike unnethes might they ftond, 


Yet tikeled I his herte for that he 

Wend that I had of him fo gret chiertee : 

I {wore that all my walking out by night 
Was for to efpien wenches that he dight : 
Under that colour had I many a mirth. 
For all fwiche wit is yeven us in our birth 5 
Deceite, weping, fpinning, God hath yeven 


To women kindly, while that they may liven. 


And thus of o thing I may avaunten me, 
At th’ende [ had the beter in eche degree, 


5980 
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By fleight or force; ot by for maner thing, 

As by continual murmur or grutching, 

Namely a-bed, ther hadden they mefchance, 

‘Ther wold [ chide, and don hem no plefance : 5990 
I wold no lenger in the bed abide, 

ff that I felt his arme over my fide, 

Til he had made his raunfon unto me, 

‘Than wold I foffre him do his nicetee. 

And therfore every man this tale I tell, 

Winne who fo may, for all is for to fell : 

With empty hond men may no haukes lure, 

For winning wold I all his luft endure, 

And maken me a feined appetit, 

And yet in bacon had I never delit : 6oc@ 
That maked me that ever I wold hem chide. 

For. though the pope had fitten hem befide, 

I wold not fpare hem at hir owen bord, : 

For by my trouthe I quitte hem word for word. 

As helpe me veray God omnipotent, 

Tho I mght now ihuld make my teftament, 

I ne owe hem not a word, that it n’is quit, 

J brought it fo abouten by my wit, 

‘That they muft yeve it up, as for the beft, 

Or elles had we never ben in reft. 6010 
For though he loked as a wood leon, 
Yet fhuld he faille of his conclufion. 
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Than wold I fay, now, goode lefe, take kepe. 
How mekely loketh Wilkin oure fhepe ! 
Come ner my fpoufe, and let me ba thy cheke. 
Ye fhulden be al patient and meke, 
And han a fwete fpiced contcience, 
Sith ye fo preche of Jobes patience, 
Suffreth alway fin ye fo wel can preche, 
And but ye do, certain we fhal you teche 6020 
That it is faire to han a wif in pees. 
On of us two mofte bowen doutelees : 
And, fith a man is more refonable 
Than woman is, ye moften ben fuffrable. 
What aileth you to grutchen thus and grone ¢ 
Ts it for ye wold have my queint alone ? 
Why take it all: lo, have it every del. 
Peter, I fhrew you but ye love it wel. 
For if I wolde fell my belle chofe, 
I coude walke as fresfhe as is a rofe, 6030 
But I wol kepe it for your owen toth. 
Ye be to blame, by God, I fay you foth. 
Swiche maner wordes hadden we on hond. 
Now wol I {peken of my fourthe hufbond. 
My fourthe hufbonde was a revellour, 
This is to fayn, he had a paramour, 
And I was yonge and ful of ragerie, 
Stibborne and ftrong, and joly as a pie, 
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Tho coude I dancen to an harpe {male, 
And fing ywis as any nightingale, 6049 
Whan I had dronke a draught of fwete wine. 
Metellius, the foule cherle, the fwine, 
That with a ftaf beraft his wif hire hf 
For fhe drank wine, though I had ben his wif, 
Ne fhuld he not have daunted me fro drinke: 
And after wine of Venus moft I thinke. 
For al fo fiker as cold engendreth hayl, 
A likerous mouth moft han a likerous tayl. 
In woman vinolent is no defence, 
This knowen lechours by experience. 6056 
But, lord Crift, whan that it remembreth me 
Upon my youth, and on my jolitee, 
It tikleth me about myn herte rote. 
Unto this day it doth myn herte bote, 
That Ihave had my world as in my. time. 
But age, alas! that all wol enyenime, 
Hath me beraft my beautee and my pith : 
Let’ go, farewel, the devil go therwith. 
The flour is gon, ther n’is no more to tell, 
The bren, as I beft may, now mofte I fell, 6060 
But yet to be right mery wol I fond. 
Now forth to tellen of my fourthe hufbond. 
I fay, I had in herte gret defpit, ! 
That he of any other had delit ; 


. 
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But he was quit by God and by Seint Joce : 
{ made him of the fame wood a croce, 
Not of my body in no fonle manere, 

But certainly I made folk fwiche chere, 

That in his owen grefe I made him frig 

For anger, and for veray jaloufie. 6070 
By God, in erth I was his purgatorie, 

For which I hope his foule be in glorie. 

For, God it wote, he fate ful oft and fonge, 

Whan that his fho ful bitterly him wronge. 

‘Ther was no wight, fave God and he, that wifte 
In many a wife how fore that I him twitte. 

He died whan I came fro Jerufalem, 

And lith ygrave under the rode-beem : 

All is his tombe not fo curious 

As was the fepulcre of him Darius, 6080 
Which that Appelles wrought fo fotelly. 

It is but waft to bury hem precioutly. 

Let him farewel, God give his foule reft, 

He is now in his grave and in his cheft. 

Now of my fifthe hufbonde wol I telle ; 

God let his foule never come in helle. 

And yet was he to me the mofte fhrew, 

That fele I on my ribbes all by rew, 

And ever fhal, unto min ending day. 

But in our bed he was fo frefh and gay, 6090 
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And therwithall he coude fo wel me glofe, 
Whan that he wolde han my belle chofe, 
That, though he had me bet on every bon, 
He coude win agen my love anon. 
I trow, I loved him the bet, for he 
Was of his love fo dangerous to me. 
We wimmen han, if that I fhal not lie, 
In this matere a queinte fantafie. 
Waite, what thing we may nat lightly have, 
Therafter wol we cry all day and crave, 6100 
Forbede us thing, and that defiren we ; 
Prefe on us faft, and thanne wol we flee. 
With danger uttren we all our chaffare ; 
Gret prees at market maketh dere ware, 
And to gret chepe is holden at litel prife; 
This knoweth every woman that is wife. 
My fifthe hufbonde, God his foule bleffe, 
Which that I toke for love and no richeffe, 
He fomtime was a clerk of Oxenforde, 
And had left fcole, and went at home at borde 6110 
With my goflib, dwelling in oure toun: 
God have hire foule, hire name was Alifoun. 
She knew my herte and all my privetee, 
Bet than our parifh preeft, fo mote I the. 
To hire bewried I my confeil all; 
For had my hufbond piffed on a wall, 
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Or don a thing that fhuld have coft his lif, 
To hire, and to another worthy wif, 
And to-my nece, which.that I loved wel, 
I wold have told his confeil every del. 6120 
And fo J did ful often, God it wote,- 
‘That made his face ful.often-red and hote 
For yeray fhame, and blamed himfelf, for he 
Had told to me {fo gret a privetee. 
And fo befell that ones in a Lent, 
(So often times I to my goffib went, 
For ever yet I loved to be gay, 
And for to walke in March, April, and May 
From hous to hous, to heren fondry tales) 
Mat hat Jankin clerk, and my, goffib dame Ales, 6130 
And I myfelf, into the feldes went. 
Myn hufbond was at London all that Lent ; 
I had the better leifer for to pleie, 
And for to fee, and eke for to be feie. 
Of lufty folk ; what wift Ipwher. my. grace 
Was fhapen for to be,.or in what. place ? 
Therfore made I my vifitations 
To vigilies, and to proceflions, 
To prechings eke,.and.to thife: pilgrimages, 
To playes of miracles, and mariages,.. 6740 
And wered upon.my gay dkarlet: gites. 
Thife wormes, ne thife mothes, ne thife mites 
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Upon my paraille frett hem never a del, - 
And woft thou why ? for they were ufed wel, 
Now wol I tellen forth what happed me: 
I fay, that in the feldes walked we, 
Till trewely we had fwiche daliance 
This clerk and I, that of my purveance 
I fpake to him, and faid him how that he, 
Tf I were widewe, fhulde wedden me. 6159 
For certainly, I fay for no hobance, 
Yet was [ never without purveance 
Of mariage, ne of other thinges eke : 
[ hold a moufes wit not worth a leke, 
That hath but on hole for to fterten’ to, 
And if that faille, than is all ydo, 
T bare him on hond he had enchanted me ; 
(My dame taughte me that fubtiltee) 
And eke I fayd, I mette of him all night, 
He wold han flain'me, as [ lay upright, 6160 
And all my bed was ful of veray blood ; 
But yet [ hope that ye fhuln do me good : 
For blood betekeneth gold, as me was taught. 
And al was falfe, I dremed of him right naught, 
But as | folwed ay my dames fore, 
As wel of that as of other thinges more. 
But now; fire, let me fee, what fhall I fain? 
Aha, by God-T have my tale again, 
Whan 
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Whan that my fourthe hufbonde was on bere, 

I wept algate and made a fory chere, 6176 
As wives moten, for it is the ufage, 

And with my coverchefe covered my vifage : 

But, for that I was purveyed of a make, 

I wept but final, and that I undertake; 

To chirche was myn hufbond born a-morwe 

With neigheboures that for him maden forewe, 
And Jankin oure clerk was on of tho: 

As helpe me God, whan that I faw him go 

After the bere, me thought he had a paire 

Of legges and of feet, fo clene and faire, 6180 
_ That all my herte I yave unto his hold. 

He was, I trow, a twenty winter old, 

And I was fourty, if I fhal fay foth, 

But yet I had alway a coltes toth. 

Gat-tothed I was, and that became me Wele, 

I had the print of Seinte Venus fele. _ 

As helpe me God, I was a lufty on, 

And faire, and riche, afid yonge, and wel begon : 
And trewely, as min hufbondes tolden me, 

I had the befte queint that mighte be. 6196 
For certes I arn all vetierian : 
In feling, and my herte is marcian : 

Venus me yave my luft and likeroufneffe, 

And Mars yave me my fturdy hardineffe. 
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Min afcendent was Taure, and Mars therinne : 
Alas, alas, that ever love was finne ! 

I folwed ay min inclination 

By vertue of my conftellation : 

‘That made me that I coude nat withdraw 

My chambre of Venus from a good felaw. 6200 
Yet have | Martes merke upon my face, 


And alfo in another privee place. 


Kor God fo willy be my falvation, 
[ loved never by no difcretion, 

Sut ever folw ed min appetit, 

All were he fhorte, longe, blake, or white, 
{ toke no kepe, fo that he liked me, 


How poure he was, ne eke of what degree, 


What fhuld [ faye ? but at the monthes ende 


"This joly clerk Jankin, that was fohende, 6210 


Hath wedded me with egret folempnitee, 
And to him yave I all the lond and fee, 


That ever was me yeven therbefore : 


er 


jut afterward repented me ful fore. 
He olde fuffre nothing of my lift. 

By God he fmote me ones with his fift, 
or that } rent out of his book a Jlefe, 
That of the froke myn ere. wex al defe. 

Subborne I was, as is.a leoneffe, 


And of my tonge a veray janglereffe, 6229 
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And walke } wold, as I had don beforn, 
Fro hous to hoys, although he had it, fyworn : 
For which he oftentimes wolde preche, 
And me of olde Romaine geftes teche. 
How he Sulpitius Gallus ‘left, his wif, 
And hire forfoke. for terme of all his. lif, 
Not but for open-heded he hire fay 
Loking out at his dore,upon’a day. 
Another Romaine told he me by name, 
That, for his wif was at a fommer gaine 6230 
Without his weting, he forfoke hire ekes 
And than wold he upon his Bible feke 
‘That ilke proverbe of Ecclefiatte, 
Wher he commandeth, and forbedetli fafte, 
Man fhal not fuffer his wif go reul¢ aboute. 
Than wold he fay. right thus withouten doute : 
Who fo that bildeth his hous all of -falives, 
And pricketh his blind hors over the, falwes, 
And fuffereth his wif to go feken halwes, 
Is worthy to be honged on the.galwes. 6246 
But all for nought, F fette not amhawe 
Of his proverbes,’ ne of, his olde fawe ; 
Ne I wold not of him. correéted be. 
I hate hem that my vices tellen’me, 
And fo do mo of us, (God wote) than I. 
This made him wood with me all utterly ; 
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i I n’olde not forbere him in no cas, 
Now wol I fay you foth by Seint Thomas, 
: Why that I rent out of his book a lefe, 
| For which he fmote me, fo that I was defe. 
He had a book, that gladly night and day 
For his difport he wolde it rede alway, 


6250 


| | He cleped it Valerie, and Theophraft, 


And with that book he lough alway ful faft. 
: And eke ther was a clerk fomtime at Rome, 
A cardinal, that highte Seint Jerome, 
‘Tkat made a book again Jovinian, 
Which book was ther, and eke Tertullian, 
Crifippus, Trotula, and Helowis, 
That was abbeffe not fer fro Paris ; 6260 
And eke the paraboles of Salomon, 
Ovyddes art, and bourdes many on; 
And alle thife were borden in o volume. 
And every night and day was his cuftume 
(Whan he had leifer and vacation 
| From other worldly occupation) 
a | Yo reden in this book of wikked wives. 
| He knew of hem mo legendes and mo lives, 
1) Yhan ben of goode wives in the Bible. 
For trufteth wel, it is an umpoflible, 6270 
| That any clerk wol {peken good of wives, 
A But if it be of holy feittes lives) 


Ne 
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Ne of non other woman never the mo. 
Who peinted the leon, telleth me, who ? 
By God, if wimmen hadden written ftories, 
As clerkes han, within hir oratories, 

They wold have writ of men more wikkedneffe, 
Than all the merke of Adam may redrefle. 

The children of Mercury and of Venus 

Ben in hir werking ful contrarious. 6280 
Mercury loveth wifdom and fcience, 

And Venus loveth riot and difpence.. 

And for hir divers difpofition, 

Eche falleth in others exaltation, 

As thus, God wote, Mercury is defelat 

In Pifces, wher Venus 1s exaltat, 

And Venus falleth wher Mercury is reifed. 
Therfore no woman of no clerk is preifed. 

The clerk whan he is old, and may nought do 
Of Venus werkes not worth his old fho, 6290 
Than fiteth he doun, and writeth in his dotage, 
‘That wimmen cannot kepe hir mariage. 

But now to purpos, why | tolde thee, 

That I was beten for a book parde. 

Upon a night Jankin, that was our fire, 

Red on his book, as he fate by the fire, 

Of Eva firft, that for hire wikkednefle 

Was all mankinde brought te wretchednefle, 
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For which that Jefu Crift himfelf wag flain, 


i That bought us with his herte blood again. 6300 
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Lo hete expteffe of wimmen may ye find, 

That woman was the loffe of all mankind. 
| | Tho redde he me how Sampfon loft his heres 
| Sleping, his lemman kitteé hem with hire fheres, 


= 
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Thurgh whiche trefon loft he both his eyen. 


Ret a 


Tho redde he me, if that I fhal not lien, 
Of Hercules, and of his Deianire, 
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That caufed him to fet himfelf a-fire, 
Nothing forgat he the care and the wo, 
That Socrates had with his wives two ; 6310 
| How Xantippa caft piffe upon his hed. 
This fely man fat ftill, as he were ded, 
He wiped his hed; no more dorft he fain, 
But, er the thonder ftint ther cometh rain. 
| | Of Pafiphae, that was the quene of Crete, 
| For fhrewédneéffe him thought the tale fwete. 
Fie,.{peke no mofe (it is a grifely thing) 
Of hire horrible Tuft and hire liking. 
Hy Of Clitemneftra for hire-lecherie 
That falfely made hire hufbond for to die, 6320 
He redde‘ it with ful good devotion. 
He told me eke, for what occafion 
Ail Amphiorax at Thebes loft his lif 
| My hufbond had a legend of his wif 
Eriphile, 
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Eriphile, that for an ouche of gold 

Hath prively unto the Grekes told, 

Wher that hire hufbond hidde him in a place, 
For which he had at Thebes fory grace. 

Of Lima told he me, and of Lucie: 
They bothe made hir hufbondes for to die, — 6330 
That on for love, that other was for hate. 

Lima hire hufbond on an even late 
Enpoyfoned hath, for that fhe was his fo: 
Lucia likerous'loved hire hufbond fo, 
That.for he fhuld alway upon hire thinke, 
She yave him fwiche:a;maner love-drinke, 
That he was ded er it were by the morwe : 
And thus algates hufbondes haddem forwe. 

Than told he me, how on Latumeus 
Complained to his felaw Arius, "6346 
That in his gardin growed fwiche’a tree, 

On which’ he faid how that his’ wives three 
Honged, hemfelf for hertes defpitous. 
O; leye brother,: quod this Arius, 
Yeve me a plant of thilke blefled’ tree, 
And in my gardin planted fhal it be. 
Of later date of wives hath he redde, 
That fom han flain hir hufbonds in hir bedde, 
And let hir lechour dight hem all the night, 
While that the corps Jay in the flore upright: 63<0 
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And fom han driven nailes in hir brain, 
While that they flepe, and thus they han hem flain : 
Som han hem yeven poyfon in hir drink : 
He fpake more harm than herte may bethinke. 
And therwithall he knew .of mo proverbes, 
Than in this world ther growen gras’ or hetbes. 
Bet is (quod he) thin habitation 
Be with a leon, or a foule dragon, ‘ 
Than with a woman ufing for to chide. 
Bet 1s (quod he) high in the roof abide, 6366 
Than with an angry woman doun in the hous, 
They ben fo wikked and contrarious : 
They haten, that hir hufbonds Joven ay. 
He fayd, a woman caft hire fhame away, 
Whan fhe caft of hire fmock ; and forthér mo, 
A faire woman, but fhe be chaft alfo, 
Is like a gold ring in a fowes nofe. 
Who coude wene, or who. coude fuppofe 
The wo that in min herte was, and)the pine? 
And whan I faw he n’olde never fine 6370 
To reden on this curfed book all night, 
Al fodenly three leves have I plight 
Out of his book, right as he redde, and eke 
I with my fift fo toke him on the cheke, 
That in oure fire he fell bakward adoun, 
And he up fterte, as doth a wood leoun, 
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And with his fift he fmote me on the hed, 
‘That in the flore I lay as I were ded, 
And whan he faw how ftille that I lay, 
He was agaft, and wold have fled away, 6380 
‘Til at the laft out of my {wough I brayde. 
O, haft thou flain me, falfe theef? I fayde, 
And for my lond thus haft thou mordred me ? 

Er I be ded, yet wol I kiffen thee. 

And nere he came, and kneled faire adoun, 

And fayde; dere fufter Alifoun, 

As helpe me God I thal thee never {mite : 

That I have don it is thyfelf to wite, 

Foryeve it me, and that I thee befeke. 

And yet eftfones I hitte him on the cheke, 6390 
And fayde ; theef, thus much am I awreke. 

Now wol I die, J may no longer fpeke. 

But at the laft, with mochel care-and wo 

We fell accorded by ourfelyen two; 

He yaf me all the bridel in min, hond 

To han the governance of hous and lond, 

And of his tonge, and of his hand alfo, 

And made. him brenne his book anon right tho, 

And whan that I had getten unto me 

By maiftrie all the foverainetee, 6400 
And that he fayd, min owen trewe wif, 

Do as thee lift, the terme of all thy lif, 
, Kepe 
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Kepe thin honour, and kepe eke min eftat ; 
After that day we never had debat. 
God helpe me fo, I was to him as kinde, 
As any wif fro Denmark unto Inde, 
And al fo trewe, and fo was he to me: 
I pray to God that fit in majeftee 
So bliffe his foule, for his mercy dere. 
Now wol I fay my tale if ye wol here. 6410 
The frere lough whan he had ‘herd all this : 
Now dame, quod he, fo have [joye and blis, 
This is a long preamble of a tale, 3 
And whan the Sompnour herd the frere gale, 
Lo (quod this Sompnour) Goddes armes two, 
A frere wol entermete him evermo : 
Lo, goode men, a flie and eke a frere 
Wol fall in every difh and eke matere. 
What fpekeft thou of preambulatioun 3 
What? amble or trot; or pees, or go fit doun: 6420 
Thou letteft our difport in this matere. [ frere.; 
Ye, wolt thou fo, Sire Sompnour? quod, the 
Now by my faith I thal, er that I go, 
Tell of a Sompnour fwiche a tale or two, 
That all the folk fhal laughen in this place. 
Now elles, frere, I wol befhrewe thy face, 
(Quod this Sompnour) and I befhrewe me, 
But.if I telle tales two or three 
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Of freres, or I come to Sidenborne, 
That I fhat make thin herte for to morne : 64.30 
For wel I wot thy patience is gone. 
Our hofte cried, pees, andthat anon; 
And fayde; let, the woman tell hire tale. 
Ye fare as folk that dronken ben of ale. 
Do, dame, tell forth your tale, and that is beft, 
Al redy, fire, quod fhe, right as you lett, 
Jf I have licence of this worthy frere, 
Yes, dame, quod he, tell forth, and I wol here. 
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Iw olde dayes of the king Artour, 
Of which that Bretons fpeken gret honour, 6440 
All was this lond fulfilled of faerie ; , 
The Elf quene, with hire joly compagnie 
Danced ful oft in many a grene mede, 
This was the old opinion as T rede ; 
I {peke of. many hundred yeres ago ; 
But now can no man fee non elves mo, 
For now the grete charitee and prayeres 
Of limitoures and other holy freres, 
That ferchen every land and every ftreme, 
As thikke as motes in the fonne beme, 6450 
Bliffing halles, chambres, kichenes, and boures, 
Citees and burghes, caftles highe and toures, 
Thropes 
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Thropes and bernes, f{hepenes and dairies, 
This maketh that ther ben no faeries : 
For ther as wont to walken was an elf, 
‘Ther walketh now the limitour himfelf, 
In undermeles and in morweninges, 
And fayth his Matines and his holy thinges, 
As he goth in his Jimitatioun. 
Women may now go fafely up and doun, 6460 
In every bufh, and under every tree, 
Ther is non other incubus but he, 
And he ne will don hem ao difhonour. 
Aud fo befell it, that this king Artour 
Had in his hous a lufty bacheler, 
That ona day caine riding fro river : 
And. happed, that, alone as fhe was borne, 
He faw a maiden walking him beforne, 
Of which maid he anon, maugre hire hed, 
By veray force beraft hire maidenhed : 6478 
For which oppreffion was fwiche clamour, 
And fwiche purfuite unto the king Artour, 
That damned was this knight for to be ded 
By cours of lawe, and fhuld have loft his hed, 
(Paraventure fwiche was the ftatute tho) 
But that the quene and other ladies mo 
So longe praieden the king of grace, 
Til he his hf him granted in the place, 
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aie 


#nd yaf him to the quene, all at hire wall 
To chefe whether fhe wold him fave or fpill. 6480 
The quene thanketh the king with al hire might ; 
And after this thus fpake fhe to the knight, 
Whan that fhe faw hire time upon a day. 
Thou ftandeft yet (quod the) in {wiche array, 
That of thy lif yet haft thou no feuretee ; 
I grant thee lif, if thou canft tellen me, 
What thing is it that women moft defiren : 
Beware, and kepe thy nekke bone from yren. 
And if thou canft not tell it me anon, 
Yet wol I yeve thee leve for to gon 6490 
A twelvemonth and a day, to feke and lere 
An anfwer fuffifant in this matere. 
And feuretee wol I have, or that thou pace, 
Thy body for to yelden in this place. 
Wo was the kmight, and forwefully he fiketh ; 
But what? he may,notdon all. as him liketh. 
And at the laft he chefe him for to wende, 
And come agen right at the yeres ende 
With fwiche anfwer, as God wold him purvay : 
And taketh his leve, and wendeth forth his way.6506 
He feketh every hous and every place, 
Wher as he hopeth for to finden grace, 
To lernen what thing women leven mofte : 


But the ne coude ariven in no cofte, 
Vou. I. Ss V} 
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Wher as he mighte find in this matere 
Two creatures according in fere. 

Som faiden, women loven beft richeffe, 
Som faiden honour, for faiden jolineffe, 
Som riche array, fom {aiden luft a-bedde, 
And oft time to be widewe and to be wedde. 6519 

Some faiden, that we ben in herte moft efed 

Whan that we ben yflatered and ypreifed. 
He goth ful nigh the foth, I wol not lhe ; 
A man fhal winne us beft with flaterie ; 
And with attendance, and with befinefle 

Ben we ylimed bothe more and leffe. 

And fom men faiden, that we loven betft 
For to be free, and do right as us left, 

And that no man repreve us of our vice, 

But fay that we ben wife, and nothing nice. 6520 
For trewely ther n’is non of us all, 

If any wight wol claw us on the gall, 

That we n’ill kike, for that he faith us foth : 

Affay, and-he fhal find it, that fo doth. 

For be we never fo vicious withinne, 

We wol be holden wife and clene of finne. 

And fom faiden, that gret delit han we 
For to be holden ftable and eke fecre, 
And in o purpos ftedfaftly to dwell, 

And not bewreyen thing that men us tell. 
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But that tale is not worth a rake-ftele. 
Parde we women connen nothing hele, 
Witneffe on Mida; wol ye here the tale ? 

Ovide, amonges other thingeés fimale, 
Said, Mida had under his longe heres 
Growing upon his hed two aifes eres; 
The whiche vice he hid, as he befte might, 
Ful fubtilly from every mannes fight, 
That, fave his wif, ther wift of it no mo; 
He loved hire moft, and trufted hire alfo; 6540 
He praied hire, that to no creature 
She n’olde tellen of his disfigure. 

She fwore him, nay, for all the world to winne, 
She nolde do that vilanie, ne finne, 
To make hiré hufbond han fo foule a name : 
She n’olde not tell it for hire owen fhame. 
But natheles hire thoughte that fhe dide, 
That fhe fo fonge fhuld a confeil hide ; 
Hire thought it fwal fo fore aboute hire herte, 
That nedely fom word hire mutt afterte ; 6556 
And fith fhe dorft nat telle it to no man, 
Douh to a mareis fafte by fhe ran, 
Til fhe came ther, hire hette was a-fire ? 
And as a bitore bumbleth in the mire, 
She laid hire mouth unto the water doun. 
Bewrey me not, thou water, with thy foun, 
$2 ued. 
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Quod fhe, to thee I tell it, and no mo, 

Min hufbond hath long affes eres two. | 

Now is min herte all hole, now is it out, 

I might no lenger kepe it out of dout. 6560 
Here may ye fee, though we a time abide, 

Yet out it mofte, we can no confeil hide. 

The remenant of the tale, if ye wol here, 

Redeth Ovide, and ther ye may it lere. 

This knight, of which my tale is fpecially, 
Whan that he faw he might not come therby, 
(This is to fayn, what women loven meft) 

Within his breft ful forweful was his goft. 

But home he goth, he mighte not fojourne, 

The day was come, that homward muft he turnes 
And in his way, it happed him to ride 6573 
In all his care, under a foreft fide, 

Wheras he faw upon a dance go 

Of ladies foure and twenty, and yet mos 

Toward this ilke dance he drow ful yerne, 

In hope that he fom wifdom fhulde lerne ; 

But certainly, er he came fully there, 

¥ vanifhed was this dance, he n’ifte not wher ; 

No creature faw he that bare lif, 

Save on the grene he faw fitting a wif, 6580 

A fouler wight ther may no man devife. 
Againe this knight this olde wif gan arife, 

And 
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And faid ; fire knight, here forth ne lith no way. 
Telivme aie that ye feken by your fay, 
Paraventure it may the better be: 
Thife olde folk con mochel thing, quod fhe. 
My leve mother, quod this knight, certain, 
{ n’am but ded, but if that I can fain, 
What thing it is that women moft defire : 
Coude ye me wiffe, I wold quite wel your hire. 6590 
Plight me thy trouthe here in myn hond, quod fhe, 
The nexte thing that I requere of thee 
Thou fhalt it do, if it be in thy might, 
And I wol tell it you or it be night. 
Have here my trouthe, quod the knight, I graunte, 
Thanne, quod fhe, I dare me wel avaunte, 
Thy lif is fauf, for I wol ftond therby, 
Upon my lif the quene wol fay as I: 
Let fee, which is the proudeft of hem alle, 
That wereth on a kerchef or a calle, 6600 
That dare fayn nay of that I {hal you teche. 
Let us go forth withouten lenger fpeche. 
Tho rowned fhe a piftel in his ere, 
And bad him to be glad, and have no fere, 
Whan they ben comen to the court, this knight 
Said, he had hold his day, as he had hight, 
And redy was his anfwere, as he faide. 
Ful many a noble wif, and many a maide, 
VoL, I. 9 3 And 
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And many a widewe, for that they ben wife, 
(The quene hirefelf fitting as a juftice) 6610 
Affembled ben, his anfwer for to here, 
And afterward this knight was bode apperes 
To every wight commanded was filenee; 
And that the knight fhuld tell m audience, 
What thing that worldly women loven beft. 
This knight tie ftood not ftill, as doth a beft; 
But to this queftion anon anfwera 
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With manly vois, that all the court it herds 
My liege lady, generally, quod He, 
Women defiren to han foverainetee, 6629 
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This is your moft defire, though ye me kille, 
Doth as you lift, | am here at your wille. 
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In all the court ne was ther wif ne maide,; 

Ne widewe, that contraried that he faide, 
But faid, he was w orthy to han his lif. 

And with that word up ftert this olde wif, 
Which that the knight faw fitting on the grenes 
Mercy, quod fhe, my foveraine lady quene, 6639 
Er that your court depart, as doth me right. 

I taughte this anfwer unto this knight, 
For which he plighte me his trouthe there, 
The firfte thing I wold of him requere, 
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He wold it do, if it lay in his might. 
Before this court than pray I thee, fire knight, 
Quod fhe, that thou me take unto thy wif, 
For wel thou woft, that I have kept thy lif: 
If I fay falfe, fay nay upon thy fay, 
This knight anfwered, alas and wala wa! 6640 
I wot right wel that fwiche was my behett. 
For Goddes love as chefe a new requeft: 
Take all my good, and let my body go. 
Nay than, quod fhe, I fhrewe us bothe two, 
For though that I be olde, foule, and pore, 
I n’olde for all the metal ne the ore, 
That under erthe is grave, or lith above, 
But if thy wif I were and eke thy love. 
My love ? quod he, nay, my dampnation. 
Alas! that any of my nation 6650 
Shuld ever fo foule difparaged be. 
But all for nought ; the end is this, that he 
Conftrained was, he nedes muft hire wed, | 
And taketh this olde wif, and goth to bed. © 
Now wolden fom men fayn paraventure, 
That for my negligence I do no cure 
To tellen you the joye and all the array, 
That at the fefte was that ilke day. 
To which thing fhortly anfweren I fhal: 
I fay ther was no joyene fefte at al, 6660 
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Ther n’as but hevineffe and mochel forwe: 
For prively he: wedded hire: on the more, 
And all day: after hid him as an: oule, 
So wo was him, his wif loked fo foule, 
Gret was the wo the knight had in his thought 
Whan he was with his wif a-bed' ybrought, 
He walwetl, and he turneth to-and fro, 
This olde wif lay {miling evermo, 
And faid :. O dere hufbond, dbenedicite, 
Fareth every Knight thus: with his wif as ye? 6670 
Is this the lawe of king Artoures hous ? 
Is every knight of his thus dangerous ? 
J am your owen love, and eke your wif, 
J am fhe, which that faved hath your lif, 
And certes yet did ] you never unright. 
Why fare ye thus with me this firfte night ? 
Ye faren like a man had loft his wit. 
What is: my eit? for Goddes love tell it; 
And it fhal ben amended, if | may. 
Amended? quod thisknight, alas! nay, nay, 6680 
Jt wol not ben amended never mo ; 
Thou art fo lothly, and. fo olde alfo, 
And therto comen of fo low a kind, 
That htel wonder is though. I walwe and wind; 
So wolde God, min herte wolde breft. 
Is this, quod fhe, the caufe of your unreft ? 


Ye 
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Ye certainly, quod he, no wonder is, 
Now fire, quod fhe, I coude: amend all this, 
If that me lift, er it were dayes three, 
So wel ye mighten bere you unto me, 6690 
But for ye fpeken of fwiche gentilleffe, 
As is defcended out of old richeffe, 
That therfore fhullen ye be gentilmen ; 
Swiche arrogance n’is not worth an hen, 
Loke who that 1s moft vertuous alway, 
Prive and apert, and moft entendeth ay 
To do the gentil dedes that he can, 
And take him for the greteft gentilman. 
Crift wol we claime of him our gentilleffe, 
Not of our elders for hir old richefle. 6700 
Yor though they yeve us-all hir heritage, 
For which.we claime to ben of high parage, 
Yet may they not bequethen, for no thing, 
To non of us, hir vertuous living, 
That made hem gentilmen called to be, 
And bade us folwen hem in {wiche degree. 
Wel can the wife poet of Florence, 
That highte Dant, fpeken of this fentence : 
Lo, in fwiche maner rime is Dantes tale. 
Ful felde up rifeth by his branches fmale 6710 
Prowefle of man, for God of his goodneffe 
Wol that we claime of him our gentilleffe : 
For 


oh pee 


o 


RTS 


or 


me 
re 


Pi 


sce 


i 


nA g 
Cay, 


rae 
ee? 


PT 


266 THE WIF OF BATHES TALE. 


For of our elders may we nothing claime 

But temporel thing, that man may hurt and maime. 
Eke every wight wot this as wel as I, 

If gentillefle were planted naturelly 

Unto a certain linage doun the line, 

Prive and apert, than wold they never fine 

To don of gentilleffe the faire office, 

They mighten do no vilanie or vice. 6720 
Take fire. and bere it into the derkeft hous 

Betwix this and the mount of Caucafus, 

And let men fhette the dores, and go thenne, 

Yet wol the fire as faire lie and brenne 

As twenty thoufand men might it behold ; 

His office naturel ay wol it hold, 

Up peril of my lif, til that it die. 
Here may ye fee wel, how that genterie 

Is not annexed to poffeffion, 

Sith folk ne don hir operation 6730 

Alway, as doth the fire, lo, in his kind. 

For God it wot, men moun ful often find 

A lordes fone do fhame and vilanie. 

And he that wol han pris of his genterie, 

For he was boren of a gentil hous, 

And had his elders noble and vertuous, 

And ill himfelyen do no gentil dedes, 

Ne folwe his gentil aunceftrie, that ded is, 
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He n’is not gentil, be he duk or erl; 
For vilains finful dedes make a cherl. 6740 
For gentilleffe n’is but the renomee 
Of thin aunceftres, for hir high bountee, 
Which is a ftrange thing to thy perfone : 
Thy gentillefle cometh fro God alone. 
Than cometh our veray gentillefle of grace, 
It was no thing bequethed us with our place, 
Thinketh how noble, as faith Valerius, 
Was thilke Tullius Hoftilius, 
That out of poverte rofe to high nobleffe. 
Redeth Senek, and redeth eke Boece, 6750 
Ther fhull ye feen expreffe, that it no dred is, 
That he is gentil that doth gentil dedis. 
And therfore, leve hufbond, I thus conclude, 
Al be it that min aunceftres weren rude, 
Yet may the highe God, and fo hope I, 
Granten me grace to liven vertuoufly : 
Than am I gentil, whan that I beginne 
To liven vertuoufly, and weiven finne. 
And ther as ye of poverte me repreve, 
The highe God, on whom that we beleve, 6760 
In wilful poverte chefe to lede his lif: 
And certes, every man, maiden, or wif 
May underftond, that Jefus heven king 


Ne wold not chefe a vicious living, 
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Glad poverte is an honeft thing certain, 
"This wol Senek and other clerkes fain. 
Who fo that halt him paid of his poverte, 
T hold him rich, al had he not a fherte, 
He that coveiteth 1s a poure wight, 
For he wold han that is not in his might, 6770 
But he that nought hath, .ne coveiteth to have, 
Ts riche, although ye hold him but a Knave, 
Veray poverte is finne_proprely. 

Juvenal faith of poverte merily : 
The poure man whan he goth by the way, 
Beforn the theves he may fing and’ play. 
Poverte is hateful good ; and, as I geffe, 
A ful gret bringer’ out of befineffe ; 
A gret amender eke of. fapience 
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To him, that taketh rt in patience, 6780 
Poverte is this, although it feme elenge, 
Poffeffion that no wight wol! challenge. 
Poverte ful:often, whan a man is low, 
Maketh his.God’ and eke himfelf to know : 
Poverte a fpeétakel is, as thinketh me, 
Thurgh which he may his veray frendes fee. 
And therfore, fire, fin that I you-not’ greye, 
Of my poverte’ no more me repreve, 
Now, fire, of elde, that ye repreven-me : 
“And certes, fire, though: non autoritee 6790 
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Were in no book, ye gentiles of honour 
Sain, that men fhuld an olde wight honour, 
And clepe him fader, for your gentilleffe ; 
And auétours fhal I finden, as I gefle. 
Now ther ye fain that I am foule and old, 

Than drede ye not to ben a cokewold. 

For filthe, and elde alfo, fo mote I the, 

Ben grete wardeins upon chaftitee. 

But natheles, fin I know your delit, 

I fhal fulfill your worldly appetit. 6800 

Chefe now (quod fhe) on of thife thinges twey, 

‘To han me foule and old til that I dey, 

And be to you a trewe humble wif, 

And never you difplefe in all my lif: 

Or elles wol ye han me yonge and faire, 

And take your aventure of the repaire, 

That fhal be to your hous becaufe of me, 

Or in fom other place 1t may wel be? 

Now chefe yourfelven whether that you liketh. 

This knight avifeth him, and fore-fiketh, 6816 
But at the laft he faid in this manere ; 
My lady and my love, and wif fo dere, 

{ put me in your wife governance, 

Chefeth yourfelf which may be moft plefance 

And moft honour to you and me alfo, 
I do no force the whether of the two; 
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For as you liketh, it fufceth me. 
Than have I got the maifterie, quod fhe, 
Sin I may chefe and governe as me left. 
Ye certes, wif, quod he, I hold it beft. 6820 
Kifle me, quod fhe, we be no lenger wrothe, 
For by my trouth I wol be to you bothe, 
This is to fayn, ye bothe faire and good. 
I pray to God that | mote fterven wood, 
But I to you be al fo good and trewe, 
As ever was wif, fin that the world was newe $ 
And but I be to-morwe as faire to feen, 
As any lady, emperice, or quene, 
That is betwix the Eft and eke the Weft, 
Doth with my lif and deth right as you left. 6830 
Caft up the curtein, loke how that it 1s. 
And whan the knight faw veraily all this, 
That fhe fo faire was, and fo yonge therto; 
For joye he hent hire in his armes two: 
His herte bathed in a bath of bliffe, 
A thoufand time a-row he gan hire kiffe : 
And fhe obeyed him in every thing, 
That mighte don him plefance or likings 
And thus they live unto hir lives ende 
In parfit joye, and Jefu Crift us fende 6846 
Hufbondes meke and yonge, and fresfh a-bed, 
And grace to overlive hem that we wed. 


Aad 
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And eke I pray Jefus to fhort hir lives, 
That wol not be governed by hir wives. 
And old and angry nigards of difpence, 
God fend hem fone a veray peftilence. 
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T urs worthy limitour, this noble Frere, 
He made alway a maner louring chere 
Upon the Sompnour, but for honeftee 
No vilains word as yet to him fpake he : 6850 
But at the laft he faid unto the wif; 
Dame, (quod he) God yeve you right good lif, 
Ye have here touched, all fo mote I the, 
In fcole matere a ful gret difficultee. 
Ye han faid mochel thing right wel, I fay: 
But, dame, here as we riden by the way, 
Us nedeth not to fpeken but of game, 
And let auétoritees in Goddes name 
To preching, and to fcole cke of clergie. 

But if it like unto this compagnie, 6860 
I wol you of a Sompnour tell a game ; 
Parde ye may wel knowen by the name, 
That of a Sompnour may no good be faid ; 
I pray that non of you be evil apaid : 
A Sompnour is a renner up and doun 
With mandements for fornicatioun, 
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And is ybete at every tounes ende. 
Tho fpake our hofte ; A, fire, ye fhuld ben hende 
And curteis; as a man of your eftat, 
In compagnie we wiln have no debat : 6870 
Telleth your tale, and let the Sompnour be. 
Nay, quod the Sompnour, let him fay by me 
What fo him lift; whan it cometh to my lot, 
By God I fhal him quiten every grot. 
I fhal him tellen which a gret honour 
It is to be a flatering limitour, 
And eke of many another maner crime, 
Which nedeth not reherfen at this time, 
And his office I fhal him tell ywis. 
Our hofte anfwered; pees, no more of this; 68386 
And afterward ‘he faid unto the Frere, . 
Tell forth your tale, min owen maifter dere. 
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W HrLom ther was dwelling in my contree 
An archedeken, a man of high degree, 
That boldely did execution 
In punifhing of fornication, 

Of witchecraft, and eke of banderie, 
Of defamation, and avouterie, 

Of chirche-reves, and of teftaments, 

Of contracts, and of lack of facraments, 
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Of ufure, and of fimonie alfo; 
But certes lechours did he greteft wo, 
They fhulden fingen, if that they were hent$ 
And finale titheres weren foule yfhent; 
If any perfone wold upon hem plaine, 
‘Ther might aftert hem no pecunial peines 
For finale tithes, and fmale offering, 
He made the peple pitoufly to fing 3 
For er the bifhop hent hein with his crook — 
‘They weren in the archedekens book 3 
Than had he thurgh his jurifdi@ion 
Power to don on hem correction: 
He had a Sotnpnour redy to his hond, 
A flier boy was non in Englelond; 
For fubtilly he had his efpiaille, 
That taught him wel wher it might ought availle. 
He coude fpare of lechours on or two, 


6900 


To techen him to foure and twenty mo. 
For though this Sompnour wood be as an hare, 
To tell his harlotrie I wol not fpare; 6910 
For we ben out of hir correétion, 
They han of us no jurifdiction, 
Ne never fhul have, terme of all hir lives. 
Peter, fo ben the women of the ftives, 
Quod this Sompnour, yput out of our cure, 
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Our hofte faid, and let him.tell his tale. 
Now telleth forth, and let the Sompnour gale, 
Ne fpareth not, min owen maifter dere. 

This falfe theef, this Sompnour, qued the frere, 
Had alway baudes redy to his hond, 6923 
As any hauke to lure in Englelond, 

That told him all the fecree that they knewe, 
For hir acquaintance was not come of newe 3 
"They weren his approvers prively. 
He tooke himfelf a gret profit therby, 
His maifter knew not alway what he wan. 
Withouten mandement, a lewed man 
He coude fompne, up peine of Criftes curfe, 
And they were inly glad to fille his purfe, 6939 
And maken ee oret feftes at the nale. 
And right as Judas hadde purfes {male 
And was thoi right 6 fwiche a theef was he, 
His natee hadde but half his duetee. 


He was (if I thal yeven him his laud) 


<A theef, and eke a Sompnour, and a baud, 


He had eke wenches at his retenue, 
That whether that fire Robert or fire Hue, 
Or Jakke, or Rauf, or who fo that it were 
ey told itin hisere. 6946 
‘Thus was the wenche and he of on affent, 
Aad-he wold fecche a feined mandement, 


That lay by, hem, 
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And fompne heim to the chapitre bothe two, 
And pill the man, and let the wenche go, 
Than wold he fay; frend, I fhal for thy fake 
Do ftrike thee out of oure léttres blake ; 
Thee thar no more as in this cas travaille ; 
I am thy frend ther [ may thee availle. - 
Certain he knew of briboures many mo, 
Than poffible is to tell in yeres two: 6950 
For in this world n’is dogge for the bowe, 
That can an hurt dere from an hole yknowe, 
Bet than this Sompnour knew a {lie lechour, 
Or an avoutrer, or a paramour: 
And for that was the fruit of all his rent, 
Therfore on it he fet all his entent. 
And fo'befell, that ones on a day 
This Sompnour, waiting ever on his pray, 
Rode forth to fompne a widewe, an olde ribibe, 
Feining a caufe, for he wold han a bribe. 6960 
And happed' that he faw beforn him ride. 
A gay yeman under a foreft fide : 
A bow he bare, and arwes bright and kene, 
He had upon a courtepy of grene, 
An hat upon:his hed with frenges blake. 
Sire, quod this Sompnour, haile and wel atake. 
Welcome, quod he, and every good felaw ; 
Whider rideft thou under this grene fhaw? 
tae: (Saide 
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(Saide this yeman) wolt thou fer to-day ? 

This Sompnour him anfwerd, and faide, nay.6970 
Here fafte by (quod he) is min entent 
To riden, for to reifen up a rent, 

That longeth to my lordes duetee. 

A, art thou than a baillif ? Ye, quod he. 
(He dorfte not for veray filth and fhame 
Say that he was a Sompnour, for the naine). 

De par dieux, quod this yeman, leve brother, 
Thou art a baillif, and I am another. 

T am unknowen, as in this contree. 

Of thin acquaintance I wol prayen thee, 6980 
And eke of brotherhed, if that thee lift. 

I have gold and filver lying in my chift ; 

If that thee hap to come in to our fhire, 

Al fhal be thin, right as thou wolt defire. 

Grand mercy, quod this Sompnour, by my faith. 
fverich in others hond his trouthe laith, 
For to be {worne brethren til they dey. 
In daliaunce they riden forth and pley. 

This Sompnour, which that was as ful of jangles, 
As ful of venime ben thife wariangles, 6990 
And ever enquering upon every thing, 

Brother, quod he, wher is now your dwelling, 
Another day if shat I fhuld you feche ? 
‘This yeman him anfwerd in fofte fpeche 5 
Brother, 
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Brother, quod he, fer in the North contree, 
Wheras I hope fomtime I fhal thee fee, 

Or we depart I fhal thee fo wel wife, 

That of min hous ne fhait thou never miffe. 

Now brother, quod this Sompnour, 1 you pray, 
Teche me, while that we riden by the way, 7000 
(Sith that ye ben a baillif as am J) 

Som fubtiltee, and tell me faithfully 

In min office how I may mofte winne. 

And fpareth not for con{fcience or for finne, 

But, as my brother, tell me how do ye. 

Now by my trouthe, brother min, faid he, 

As I thal tellen thee a faithful tale. 

My wages ben ful ftreit and eke ful {male ; 

My lord is hard to me and dangerous, 

And min office is ful laborious ; 7OIO 
And therfore by extortion Tf leve, 

Forfoth { take all that men wol me yeve. 

Algates by fleighte or by violence 

Fro yere to yere I win all my difpence ; 

I can no better tellen faithfully. 

Now certes, (quod this Sompnour) fo fare I; 

I {pare not to taken, God it wote, 

But if it be to hevy or to hote, 

What I may gete in confeil prively, 

Wo maner confcience of that have I, 7020 
is N’ere 


= 
a 


mseermeg Pc je a) A 


i are a ae 


IDO 3.08 


anaii 


a 


Eg 


nen. 


ie 
ee? 


et SAE es 


2478 THE F RERES. 2 Abe. 


N’ere min extortion, I might not liven, 

Ne of fwiche japes wol I not be fhriven, 

Stomak ne con{cience know I non; 

I fhrew thife fhrifte faders everich on. 

Wel be we met by God and by Seint Jame. 

But leve brother, tell me than thy name, 

Quod this Sompnour. Right in this mene while 
This yeman gana litel for to finile. 

Brother, quod he, wolt thou that I thee tell ? 
Tama fend, my dwelling is in hell, 7030 
And here I ride about my pourchafing, 

To wote wher men wol give me any thing, 
My pourchas 1s th’effeét of all my rent. 
Loke how thou rideft for the fame entent 


To winnen good, thau rekkeft never how, 


Right fo fare J, for riden wol I now 
Unto the worldes ende for a ptaye. 

A, quod this Sompnour, éenedicite, what fay ye? 
I wend ye were a yeman trewely. 
Ye have a mannes fhape as wel as i. 7040 
Have ye than a figure determinat 
In helle, ther ye ben in your eftat ? 

Nay certainly, quod he, ther haye we non, 
But whan us liketh we can take us on, 
Or elles make you wene that we ben fhape 
Somtime like a man, or like an ape; 
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Or like an angel can I ride or go ; 

It is no wonder thing though it be fo, 
A loufy jogelour can deceiven thee, 

And parde yet can I more craft than he. 


7059 


Why, quod the Sompnour, ride ye than or gon 


In fondry fhape, and not alway in on? 


For we, quod he, wol us {wiche forme make, 


As moftt is able our preye for to take. 


What maketh you to han al this labour 2 


Ful many a caufe, leve fire Sompnour, 
Saide this fend. But alle thing hath time; 
The day is fhort, and it is paffed prime, 
And yet ne wan I nothing in this day ; 

I wol entend to winning, if I may, 

And not entend our thinges to declare : 
For, brother min, thy wit is al to. bare 
To underftand, although I told hem thee. 
But for thou axeft, why labouren we: 
For fomtime we be Goddes inftruments, 
And menes to don his commandements, 
Whan that him lift, upon his creatures, 
In divers a€tes and in divers figures : 


Withouten him we have no might certain, 


If that him lift to ftonden theragain. 
And fom time at our praiere han we leve, 


Only the body, and not the foule to greve : 
Witnefle 
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Witneffe on Job, whom that we diden wo, 
And fomtime han we might on bothe two, 
This is to fain, on foule and body eke, 
And fomtisne be we fuffered for to feke 
Upon a man, and don his foule unrefte 
And not his body, and all is for the befte. 
Whan he withftandeth our temptation, 
Tt is a caufe of his falvation, 7089 
Al be it that it was not our entente 
He fhuld be fauf, but that we wold him hente, 
And fomtime be we fervants unto man, 
As to the archebifhop Seint Dunftan, 
And to the apoftle fervant eke was T. 

Yet tell me, quod this Sompnour, faithfully, 
Make ye you newe bodies thus alway 
Of elements ? the fend anfwered, nay : 
Sometime we feine, and fomtime we arife 
With ded bodics, in ful fondry wife, 7090 
And fpeke.as renably, and faire, and wel, 
As to the Phitoneffe did Samuel : 
And yet wel fom men fay it was not he. 
{ do no force of your divinitee, 
But o thing warne | thee, I wol not jape, 


Thou wolt algates wete how we be fhape: 


Thou fhalt hereafterward, my brother dere, 
Come, wher thee nedeth not of me:to lere, 
For 
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For thou fhalt by thin owen experience | 
Conne in a chaiere rede of this fentence, 7100 
Bet than Virgile, while he was on live, 

Or Dant alfo. Now let us riden blive, 

For I wol holden compagnie with thee, 

Til it be fo that thou forfake me. 

Nay, quod this Sompnour, that fhal never betide. 

I am a yeman knowen is ful wide ; 

My trouthe wol I hold, as in this cas. 

For though thou were the devil Sathanas, 

My trouthe wol I hold to thee, my brother, 

As I have fworne, and eche of us to other, 7110 
For to be trewe brethren in this cas, 

And bothe we gon abouten our pourchas. 

Take thou thy part, what that men wol thee yeve, 
And I fhal min, thus may we bothe leve. 

And if that any of us have more than other, 

Let him be trewe, and part it with his brother. 

I graunte, quod the devil, by my fay. 

And with that word they riden forth hir way, 

And right at entring of the tounes ende, 

To which this Sompnour fhope him for to wende, 
They faw a cart, that charged was with hay, 7121 
Which that a carter drove forth on his way. 

Depe was the way, for whieh the carte ftood : 

The carter finote, and cried as he were wood, 
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Heit fcot, heit brok, what fpare ye for the ftones ? 
The fend (quod he) you fecche body and bones, 
As ferforthly as ever ye were foled, 

So mochel wo as I have with you tholed. 

The devil have al, bothe hors, and cart, and hay. 
The Sompnour fayde, here fhal we have a pray ; 
And nere the fend he drow, as nought ne were,7,1 31 

Ful prively, and rouned in his ere : 
Herken my brother, herken, by thy faith, 
Hereft thou not, how that the carter faith ? 
Hent it anon, for he hath yeve it thee, 
Both hay and cart, and eke his caples three. 
Nay, quod the devil, God wot, never.a del, 
It is not his entente, truft thou me wel, 
Axe him thyfelf, if thou not troweft me, 
Or elles ftint.a while and thou fhalt fee. 7540 
This carter thakketh his hors upon the croupe, 
And they begonne to drawen and to ftoupe. 
Heit now, quod he, ther Jefu Crift you bleffe, 
And all his hondes werk, bothe more and leffe:: 
That was wel twight, min owen liard boy, 
J pray God fave thy body and Seint Eloy. 
Now is.my cart out of the flough parde. 
Lo, brother, quod the fend, what told I thee 2 
Here may ye feen, min owen dere brother, 
The cherl fpake o thing, but he thought another. 
Let 
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Let us go forth abouten our viage ; 
Here win I nothing upon this cariage. 

Whan that they comen fomwhat out of toun, 
This Sompnour to his brother gan to. roune ; 
Brother, quod he, here woneth an old rebekke, 
That had almoft as lefe to lefe hire nekke, 

As for to yeve.a peny of hire good, 

I wol have twelf pens though that fhe be wood, 
Or I wol fomone hire to our office ; 

And yet, God wot, of hire know I no vice. 7160 
But for thou canft not, as in this contree, 

Winnen thy. coft, take here enfample of me. 

This Sompnour clappeth at the widewes gate ; 
Come out, he fayd, thou.olde very trate ; 

I trow thou haft fom frere or preeft with thee, 
Who clappeth? faid this wif, benedicite, 
God fave you, fire, what is your fwete will? 
I have, quod he, of fomons here a bill. 
Up peine of curfing, loke that thou be ; 
To-morwe before the archedekenes knee, 7170 
'To anfwere to, the court, of certain thinges, | 
Now lord,.quod fhe, Crift Jefu, king of kinges, 
So wifly helpe me, as I ne may. 
q have ben fike, and that ful many a day. 
I may not go fo fer (quod fhe). ne ride, 
But I be ded, fo priketh it in my fide. 
| : “May 
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May I not axe a libel, fire Sompnour, 
And anfwere ther by my procuratour 
To fwiche thing as men wold appofen me? 
Yes, quod this Sompnour, pay anon, let fee, 7180 
Twelf pens to me, and I wol thee acquite. 
I fhal no profit han therby but lite : 
My maifter hath the profit and not I. 
Come of, and let me riden hattily ; 
Yeve me twelf pens, I may no lenger tarie. 
Twelf pens, quod fhe, now lady Seinte Marie 
So wifly helpe me out of care and finne, 
This wide world though that I fhuld it winne, 
Ne have I not twelf pens within my hold. 
Ye knowen wel that Iam poure and old; 7199 
Kithe your almefle upon me poure wretche. 
Nay than, quod he, the foule fend me fetche, 
If I thee excufe, though thou fhuldeft be fpilt. 
Alas ! quod fhe, God wot, [ have no gilt. 
Pay me, quod he, or by the fwete Seinte Anne 
As I wol bere away thy newe panne 
For dette, which thou oweft me of old, 
Whan that thou madeft thyn hufbond cokewold, 
I paied at home for thy correétion. 
Thou lieft, quod fhe, by my falvation, 4200 
Ne was I never or now, widew ne wif, 


Sompned unto your court in all my hf; 
Ne 
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Ne never I n’as but of my body trewe. 
Unto the devil rough and blake of hewe 
Yeve I thy body and my panne alfo. 
And whan the devil herd hire curfen fo 
Upon hire knees, he fayd in this manere ; 
Now, Mabily, min owen moder dere, 
Is this your will in erneft that ye fey ? 
The devil, quod fhe, fo fetche him or he dey,7210 
And panne and all, but he wol him repent. 
Nay, olde ftot, that is not min entent, 
Quod this Sompnour, for to repenten me 
For any thing that I have had of thee ; 
I wold I had thy fmok and every cloth. 
Now brother, quod the devil, be not wroth 5 
Thy body and this panne ben min by right. 
Thou fhalt with me to helle yet to-night, 
Wher thou fhalt knowen of our privetee 
More than a maifter of divinitee. 42,20 
And with that word the foule fend him hent. 
Body and foule, he with the devil went, 
Wher as thife Sompnours han hir heritage 5 
And God that maked after his image 
Mankinde, fave and gide us all and fome, 
And lene this Sompnour good man to become. 
Lordings, I coude have told you (quod this frere) 


Had I had leifer for this Sompnour here, 
After 
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After the text of Crift, and Poule, and John, 

And of oure other do€tours many on, 7230 
Swiche peines, that your hertes might agrife; 

Al be it fo, that no tonge may devife, 

Though that I might a thoufand winter tell, 

‘The peines of thilke curfed hous of hell. 

But for to kepe us fro that curfed place, 

Waketh, and prayeth Jefu of his grate, 

So kepe us fro the temptour Sathanas. 

Herkneth this word, beware as in this cas. 

The Jeon fit in his awaite alway 

To fle the innocent, if that he mays 4246 
Difpofeth ay your hertes to withftond 

The fend, that you wold maken thral'and bond 3 
He may not tempten you over your might, 

For Crift wol be your champion aud your knight j 
And prayeth, that this Sompnour him repent 

Of his mifdedes, or that the fend’ him hent, 
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THis Sompnour in his ftirop high: he ftood, 
Upon this Frere his herte was fo wood, 
That like an afpen leef he quoke for ire: 
Lordings, quod he, but o thing I defire, 4250 
I you befeche, that of your curtefie, | 
Sin-ye han herd this falfe Frere lie, 
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As fuffereth me I may my tale telle. 

This Frere bofteth that he knowetl  helle, 
And, God it wot, that.is but litel wonder, 
Freres and fendes ben but litel afonder. 

For parde, ye han often time herd telle, 
How that a Frere ravifhed was to helle 
In fpirit ones by a vifioun, 

And as an angel lad him up and doun, 42,60 
To fhewen him the peines that ther were : | 
In all the place faw he not a Frere, 

Of other folk he faw ynow in wo. 

Unto this angel fpake the Frere tho ; 

Now, fire, quod he, han Freres fwiche a grace, 
That non of hem fhal comen in this place ? 
Yes, quod this angel, many a millioun : 

And unto Sathanas he Jad him doun. 
(And now hath Sathanas, faith he, a tayl 
Broder than of a carrike is. the fayl) 
Hold up thy tay!, thou Sathanas, quod he, 
Shew forth thin ers, and let the Frere fee 
Wher is the neft of Freres in this place. ' 
And er than half a furlong way of {pace, 
Right fo as bees out fwarmen of an hive, 
Out of the devils ers ther gonnen drive 

AC twenty thoufand Freres on a route, 


And thurghout bell they fwarmed al aboute, 


727° 


~ et at Sg 
eR # 2 


“Fe Me ORS 


mS 
a 


See A ee ee 
SSS 


aod 


#2. 


Rt he f. 
aE 
Se So 


, 
AO Zon BD Ma 


2883 THE SOMPNOURES PROLOGUE. 


And com agen, as faft as they may gon, 
And in his ers they crepen everich on : 7280 
He clapt his tayl agen, and lay ful ftill. 
This Frere, whan he loked had his fill 
Upon the turments of this fory place, 
His {pirit God reftored of his grace 
Into his body agen, and he awoke} 
But natheles for fere yet he quoke, 
So was the devils ers ay in his mind, 
That is his heritage of veray kind. 
God fave you alle, fave this curfed frere ; 
My prologue wol I end in this manere. 7290 
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Lorpincs, ther is in Yorkfhire, as I geffe, 
A merfh contree ycalled Holderneffe, 
Tn which ther went a limitour aboute 
To preche, and eke to beg, it is no doute. 
And fo befell that on a day this frere 
Had preched at a chirche in his manere, © 
And fpecially aboven every thing 
Excited he the peple in his preching 
To trentals, and to yeve for Goddes fake, 
Wherwith men mighten holy houfes make; 7300 
Ther as divine fervice is honoured, 
Not ther as it 1s wafted and devoured, 
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Ne ther it nedeth not for to be yeven, 
As to poffeffioners, that mowen leven 
(Thanked be God) in wele and abundance. 
Trentals, fayd he, deliveren fro penance 
Hir frendes foules, as wel olde as yonge, 
Ye, whan that they ben haftily yfonge, 
Not for to hold a preeft jolif and gay, 
He fingeth not but o maffe on a day. 7310 
Delivereth out (quod he) anon the foules. 
Ful hard it is, with flefhhook or with oules 
To ben yclawed, or to bren or’ bake : 
Now {pede you haftily for Criftes fake. 
And whan this frere had faid all his entent, 
With gui cum patre forth his way he went. 
Whan folk in chirche had yeve him what hem left 
He went his way, no lenger wold he reft, 
With {crippe and tipped ftaf, ytucked hie : 
In every hous he gan to pore and prie, 4320 
And begged mele and chefe, or elles corn. 
His felaw had a ftaf tipped with horn, 
A pair of tables all of ivory, 
And a pointel ypolifhed fetifly, 
And wrote alway the names, as he ftood, 
Of alle folk that yave hem any good, 
Afkaunce that he wolde for hem preye. 
Yeve us a bufhel whete, or malt, or reye, 
“a ing as U A God- 
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A Goddes kichel, or a trippe of chefe, 
Or elles what you lift, we may not chefe; 7330 
A Goddes halfpeny, or a mafle peny ; 
Or yeve us of your braun, if ye have any, 
A dagon of your blanket, leve dame, 
Our fufter dere, (lo here I write your name) 
Bacon or beef, or {wiche thing as ye find. 

A fturdy harlot went hem ay behind,’ 
That was hir hoftes man, and bare a fakke, 
And what men yave hem, laid it on his bakke. 
And whan that he was out at dore, anon 
He planed away the names everich on, 7340 
That he before had written in his tables : 
He ferved hem with nifles and with fables. _[frere. 

Nay, ther thou lieft, thou Sompnour, quod the 
Pees, quod our hofte, for Criftes moder dere, 
Tell-forth thy tale, and {pare it not at all. 

So thrive I, quod this Sompnour, fo I fhall. 

So long he went fro hous to hous, til he 
Came to an hous, ther he was wont to be 
Refrefhed more than in a hundred places. 
Sike lay the hufbond man, whos that the place is, 
Bedred upon a couche low he lay: 735% 
Deus bic, quod he, O Thomas frend, good day, 
Sayde this frere all curtifly and foft. 
Ehomas, quod he, God yelde it you, ful oft 

| Have 
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Have I upon this benche faren ful wele, 
Here have I eten many a mery mele. 
And fro the benche he drove away the cat, 
And laied adoun his potent and his hat, 
And eke his fcrip, and fet himfelf adoun: 
His felaw was ywalked into toun 7360 
Forth with his knave, into that hoftelrie, 
Wher as he fhope him thilke night to lie. 
O dere maifter, quod this fike man, 
How have ye faren fin that March began, 
I faw you not this fourtene night and more. 
God wot, quod he, laboured have I ful fore, 
And fpecially for thy falvation 
Have I fayd many a precious orifon, 
And for our other frendes, God hem bleffe. 
I have this day ben at your chirche at meffe, 7370 
And faid a fermon to my fimple wit, 
Not all after the text of holy writ, 
For it is hard to you, as I fuppofe, 
And therefore wol I teche you ay the glofe. 
Glofing is a ful glorious thing certain, 
For letter fleth, fo as we clerkes fain. 
Ther have I taught hem to be charitable, 
And fpend hir good ther it is refonable. 
And ther I faw our dame, a, wher is fhe? 
Yonder I trow that in the yard fhe be, 7380 
U 2 Sayde 
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Sayde this man, aud fhe wol come anon. 
Ey maifter, welcome be ye by Seint John, 
Sayde this wif, how fare ye hertily ? 
This frere arifeth up ful curtifly, 
And hire embraceth in his armes narwe, 
And kiffeth hire fwete, and chirketh as a fparwe 
With his lippes: dame, quod he, right wel, 
As he that is your fervant every del. 
Thanked be God, that you yaf foule and hf, 
Yet faw I not this day fo faire a wif 7390 
In all the chirche, God fo fave me. 
Ye, God amende defautes, fire, quod fhe, 
Algates welcome be ye, by my fay. 
Grand mercy, dame, that have I found alway. 
But of your grete goodneffe, by your levey 
| wolde pray you that ye not you greve, 
I wol with Thomas fpeke a litel throw ¢ 
Thife curates ben fo negligent and flow 
To gropen tendrely a confcience. 
In fhrift, in preching is my diligence 7400 
And ftudy, in Peters wordes and in Poules, 
I walke and fisfhe Criften mennes foules, 
To yeld our Lord Jefu his propre rent 5 
To fprede his word is fette all min entent. 
Now by your faith, o dere fire, quod fhe, 
Chideth him wel-for Seinte Charitee, 
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He is ay angry as is a piffemire, 

Though that he have all that he can defire, 
Though I him wrie a-night, and make him warm, 
And over him lay my leg and eke minarm, 7410 
He groneth as our bore, lith in our ftie : 

Other difport of him right non have I, 

I may not plefe him in no maner cas. 

O Thomas, jeo vous die, Thomas, Thomas, 
This maketh the fend, this mufte ben amended. 
Ire is a thing that high God hath defended, 

And therof wol I fpeke a word or two. 

Now, maifter, quod the wif, er that I go, 
What wol ye dine? I wol go theraboute, 

Now, dame, quod he, jeo vous die fanz doute,7 420 
Have I nat of a capon but the liver, 

And of your white bred nat but a fhiver, 
And after that a rofted pigges hed, 
(But I ne wolde for me no beeft were ded) 
Than had I with you homly fufhfance. 
[ am a man of litel fuftenance. 
My fpirit hath his foftring in the Bible, 
My body is ay fo redy and {fo penible 
To waken, that my ftomak is deftroied. 
I pray you, dame, that ye be nought annoied, 7430 
Though J fo frendly you my confeil fhewe ; 
By God I n’old have told it but a fewe, : 
U 3 Now 
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Now, fire, quod fhe, but o word er I go, 
My child is ded within thife wekes two, 
Sone after that ye went out of this toun. 

His deth faw I by revelatioun, 
Sayde this frere, at home in our dortour. 
I dare wel fain, that er than half an hour 
After his deth, I faw him borne to bliffe 
In min avifion, fo God me wiffe. 7440 
So did our fextein, and our fermerere, 
That han ben trewe freres fifty yere ; 
They may now, God be thanked of his lone, 
Maken hir jubilee, and walke alone. 
And up I arofe, and all our covent. eke, 
With many a tere trilling on our cheke, 
Withouten noife or clatering of belles, 
Te deum was our fong, and nothing elles, 
Save that to Crift I bade an orifon, 
Thanking him of my revelation. 4450 
For, fire and dame, trufteth me right wel, 
Our orifons ben more effectuel, 
And more we feen of Criftes fecree thinges, 
Than borel folk, although that they be kinges. 
We live in poverte, and 1n abftinence, 
And borel folk in richefle and difpence 
Of mete and drinke, and in hir foule delit. 
We han this worldes luft all in defpit. 
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Lazar and Dives liveden diverfely, 
And divers guerdon hadden they therby. 7460 
Who fo wol pray, he muft faft and be clene, 
And fat his foule, and make his body lene. 
We fare, as fayth the apoftle ; cloth and food 
Sufficeth us, though they be not ful good. 
The cleneneffe and the fafting of us freres, 
Maketh that Crift accepteth our praieres. 
Lo, Moifes forty daies and forty night 
Fafted, er that the high God ful of might 
Spake with him in the mountagne of Sinay : 
With empty wombe of fafting many a day, 7470 
Received he the lawe, that was writen 
With Goddes finger ; and Eh, wel ye witen, 
In mount Oreb, er he had any fpeche 
With highe God, that is our lives leche, 
He fafted long, and was in contemplance. 
Aaron, that had the temple in governance, 
And eke the other preeftes everich on, 
Into the temple whan they fhulden gon 
To praien for the peple, and do fervife, 
They n’olden drinken in no maner wife 7480 
No drinke, which that might hem dronken make, 
But ther in abftinence pray and wake, 
Left that they deiden : take heed what I fay— 
But they be fobre that for the peple pray— 
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Ware that I fay—no more: for it fufficeth. 

Our Lord Jefu, as holy writ devifeth, 

Yave us enfainple of fafting and praieres : 

Therfore we mendiants, we fely freres, 

Ben wedded to poverte and continence, 

To charitee, humbleffe, and abftinence, 

To perfecution for rightwifnefle, 

To weping, mifericorde, and to cleneneffe, 

And therfore may ye fee that our praieres 

(I fpeke of us, we mendiants, we frerés) 

Ben to the highe God more acceptable 

Than youres, with your feftes at your table. 
Fro Paradis firft, if I fhal not lie, 

Was man out chafed for his glotonie, 

And chaft was man in Paradis certain. 

But herken now, Thomas, what I thal fain, 

I have no text of it, as I fuppofe, 

But I fhal find it in a maner glofe ; 

That fpecially our fwete Lord Jefus 

Spake this by frerés, whan he fayde thus, 

Blefled be they that poure in fpirit ben. 

And fo forth all the gofpel may ye fen, 

Whether it be liker our profeffion, 

Or hirs that fwimmen in poffeffion. 

Fie on hir pompe, and on hir glotonie, 

And on hir lewedneffe : I her defie; 
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Me thinketh they ben like Jovinian, 
Fat as a whale, and walken as a fwan; 
Al vinolent as botel in the fpence ; 
Hir praier is of ful gret reverence ; 
Whan they for foules fay the Pfalm of Davit, 
Lo, buf they fay, Cor meum eruétavit. 
Who foloweth Criftes gofpel and his lore 
But we, that humble ben, and chaft, and pore, 
Workers of Goddes word, not auditours ? 
Therfore right as an hauke upon a fours 7520 
Up fpringeth into the aire, right fo praieres 
Of charitable and chaft befy freres, 
‘Maken hir fours to Goddes eres two. 
Thomas, Thomas, fo mote [ ride or go, 
And by that lord that cleped is Seint Ive, 
N’ere thou our broder, fhuldeft thou not thrive. 
In our chapitre pray we day and night 
To Crift, that he thee fende hele and might 
Thy body for to welden haftily. 
God wot, quod he, nothing therof fele 1, 7 §30 
As help me Crift, as I in fewe yeres 
Have fpended upon divers maner freres 
Ful many a pound, yet fare I never the bet ; 
Certain my good have I almoft befet : 
Farewel my good, for it is al ago. 
The frere anfwered, O Thomas, doft thou fo? 
What 
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What nedeth him that hath a parfit leche, 
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Your inconftance is your confufion. 9540 
Hold ye than me, or elles our covent, 

To pray for you ben infufficient ? 

Thomas, that jape n’is not worth a mite ; 

Your maladie is for we han to lite. 

A, yeve that covent half a quarter otes ; 

And yeve that covent four and twenty grotes ; 
And yeve that frere a peny, and let him go: 

Nay, nay, Thomas, it may no thing be fo. 

What isa ferthing worth parted on twelve ? 

Lo, eche thing that is oned in himfelve 9550 
Is more ftrong than whan it is yfcatered. 

Thomas, of me thou fhalt not ben yflatered, 

Thou woldeft han our labour al for nought. 

The highe God, that all this world hath wrought, 
Saith, that the workman worthy is his hire. 
Thomas, nought of your trefor I defire 

As for myfelf, but that all our covent 

To pray for you is ay fo diligent : 

And for to bilden Criftes owen chirche. 

Thomas, if ye wol lernen for to wirche, 4560 
Of bilding up of chirches may ye finde 

If it be good, in Thomas lif of Inde. 
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Ye liggen here ful of anger and of ire, 
With which the devil fet your herte on fire, 
And chiden here this holy innocent 
Your wif, that is fo good and patient. 
And therfore trow me, Thomas, if thee left, 
Ne ftrive not with thy wif, as for the beft. 
And bere this word away now by thy faith, 
Touching fwiche thing, lo, what the wife faith :7 570 
Within thy hous ne be thou no leon ; 
To thy fuggets do non oppreffion ; 
Ne make thou not thin acquaintance to flee. 
And yet, Thomas, eftfones charge I thee, 
Beware from ire that in thy bofom {lepeth, 
Ware fro the ferpent, that fo flily crepeth 
Under the gras, and ftingeth fubtilly. ~ 
Beware, my fone, and herken patiently, 
That twenty thoufand men han loft hir lives 
For ftriving with hir lemmans and hir wives. 7580 
Now fith ye han fo holy and meek a wif, 
What nedeth you, Thomas, to maken firif 2 
Ther n’is ywis no ferpent fo cruel, 
Whan man tredeth on his tail, ne half fo fel, 
As woman is, whan fhe hath caught an ire; 
Veray vengeance is than all hire defire. 
Ire is a finne, on of the grete feven, 
Abhominable unto the God of heven, 
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And to himfelf it is deftruétion. 
This every lewed vicar and perfon 7590 
Can fay, how ire engendreth homicide ; 
Tre is in foth executour of pride. 
I coud of ire fay fo mochel forwe, 
My tale fhulde Jaften t1] to-morwe. 
And therfore pray I God both day and night, 
An irous man God fend him litel might. 
[t is gret harm, and certes gret pitee 
To fette an irous man in high degree. 
Whilom ther was an irous poteftat, 
As faith Senek, that during his eftat 7600 
Upon a day out riden knightes two. 
And, as fortune wold that it were fo, 
‘That on of hem came home, that other nought. 
Anon the knight before the juge is brought, 
That faide thus ; thou haft thy felaw flain, 
For which I deme thee to the deth certain. 
And to another knight commanded he ; 
Go, lede him to the deth, J charge thee. 
And happed, as they wenten by the wey 
Toward the place ther as he fhulde dey, “610 
The knight came, which men wenden had be ded. 
Than thoughten they it was the befte rede 
To lede hem bothe to the juge again. 
They faiden, lord, the knight ne hath not flain 
His 
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His felaw, here he ftondeth hol alive. 
Ye fhull-be ded, quod he, fo mot I thrive, 
That is to fay, both on, and two, and three. 
And to the firfte knight right thus {pake he. 
I damned thee, thou muft algate be ded : 
And thou alfo muft nedes lefe thyn hed, 7620 
For thou art caufe why thy felaw deyeth. 
And to the thridde knight right thus he feyeth, 
Thou haft not don that I commanded thee. 
And thus he did do flen hem alle three. 
Irous Cambifes was eke dronkelew, 
And ay delighted him to ben a fhrew. 
And fo befell, a lord of his meinie, 
That loved vertuous moralitee, 
Sayd on a‘day betwix hem two right thas : 
A lord is loft, if he be vicious ; 9630 
And dronkenneffe is eke a foule record 
Of any man, and namely of a lord. 
Ther is ful many an eye and many an ere 
Awaiting on a lord, and he n’ot wher. 
For Goddes love drinke more attemprely : 
Win maketh man to lefen wretchedly 
His mind, and eke his limmes everich ‘on. 
The revers fhalt thou fee, quod he, anon, 
And preve it by thyn owen experience, 
That win ne doth to folk no fwiche offence. 7640 
Ther 
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Ther is no win bereveth me my might 

Of hond, ne foot, ne of min eyen fight. 

And for defpit he dranke mochel more 

An hundred part than he had don before, 

And right anon, this curfed irous wretche 

This knightes fone let before him fetche, 

Commanding him he fhuld before him ftond ¢ 

And fodenly he took his bow in hond, 

And up the ftreng he pulled to his ere, 

And with an arwe he flow the child right ther. 7656 
Now whether have J a fiker hond or non? 

Quod he, Is all my might and minde agon? 

Hath win bereved me min eyen fight ? 
What fhuld I tell the anfwer of the knight ? 

His fon was flain, ther is no more to fay. 

Beth ware therfore with lordes for to play, 

Singeth Placebo, and I fhal if I can, 

But if it be unto a poure man: 

To a poure man men fhuld his vices telle, 

But not to alord, though he fhuld go to helle, 7660 
Lo, irous Cirus, thilke Perfien, 

How he deftroyed the river of Gifen, 

For that an hors of his was dreint therin, 

Whan that he wente Babilon to win: 

He made that the river was fo final, 

That wimmen might it waden over al, 
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Lo, what faid he, that fo wel techen can? 
Ne be no felaw to non irous man, 
Ne with no wood man walke by the way, 
Left thee repent; I wol no forther fay. 4670 


Now, Thomas, leve brother, leve thin ire, 
Thou fhalt me find as juft, as is a {quire ; 
Hold not the devils knif ay to thin herte, 
Thin anger doth thee all to fore {merte, 

But fhew to me all thy confeffion. 

Nay, quod the fike man, by Seint Simoa 

T have ben fhriven this day of my curat ; 

I have him told al holly min eftat. 

Nedeth no mo to fpeke of it, fayth he, 

But if me lift of min humilitee. 4680 

Yeve me than of thy gold to make our cloiftre, 
Quod he, for many a muicle and many an oiftre, 
Whan other men han ben ful wel at efe, 

Hath been our food, our cloiftre for to refe ; 
And yet, God wot, unneth the fundament 
Parfourmed is, ne of our pavement 

N’is not a tile yet within our wones : 

By God we owen fourty pound for ftones. 
Now help, Thomas, for him that harwed helle, 
For elles mote we oure bokes felle, 

And if ye lacke oure predication, 

‘Than goth this world all to deftruction, 
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For who fo fro this world wold us bereve, 
So God me fave, Thomas, by your leve, 

Je wold bereve out of this world the fonne. 
For who can teche and worken as we conne 2? 
And that is not of litel time, (quod he) 
3ut fithen Elie was, and Elifee, 

Yan freres ben, that find IJ of record, 

In charitee, ythonked be our Lord, 7700 
Now, Thomas, help for Seinte Charitee. 

And doun anon he fette him on his knee, 

This fike man woxe wel neigh wood for ire, 
He wolde that the frere had ben a-fire 
With his falfe diffimulation. 

Swiche thing as 3s in my poffeffion, 
Quod he, that may J yeve you and non other: 
Ye fain me thus, how that I am your brother. 

Ye certes, quod this frere, ye, trufteth wel; 

T took our dame the letter of our fele. 7710 
Now wel, quod he, and fomwhat fhal I yeve 

Unto your holy covent while I live; 

And in thin hond thou fhalt it have anon, 

On this condition, and other non, 

That thou depart it fo, my dere brother, 

That every frere have as moche as other: 

This fhalt thou fwere on thy profeffion 

Withouten fraud or cavilation. 


I {were 
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I fwere it, quod the frere, upon my faith. 

And therwithall his hond in his he layth; 7720 
Lo here my faith, in me fhal be no lak. 

Than put thin hond adoun right by my bak, ) 
Saide this man, and grope wel behind, 
Benethe my buttok, ther thou fhalte find 
A thing, that I have hid in privetee. 

A, thought this frere, that fhal go with me. 
And doun his hond he launcheth to the clifte, | 


In hope for to finden ther a gifte. 
And whan this fike man felte this frere 

About his towel eropen ther and here, 79 20 

Amid his hond he let the frere a fart ; 

Ther n’is no capel drawing in a cart, | 

That might han let a fart of {wiche a foun. 
The frere up fterte, as doth a wood leoun;: 

A, falfe cherl, quod he, for Goddes bones, 

This haft thou in defpit don for the nones : 

Thou fhalt abie this fart, if that I may. 
His meinie, which that herden this affray, 

Came leping in, and chafed ont the frere, 

And forth he goth with a ful angry chere, 7740 | 

And fet his felaw, ther as lay his ftore: 

He loked as it were a wilde bore, 

And grinte with his teeth, fo was he wroth. 

A iturdy pas doun to the court he goth, | 
won. |. x ‘ Wherag i 
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Wher as ther woned a man of gret honour, 
To whom that he was alway confeffour : 
This worthy man was lord of that village. 
This frere came, as he were in a rage, 
Wher as this lord fat eting at his bord : 
Unnethes might the frere fpeke o word, 4450 
Til atte laft he faide, God you fee. 
This lord gan loke, and faide, Benedicite ! 
What? frere John, what maner world is this? 
I fee wel that fom thing ther is amis ; 
Ye loken as the wood were ful of theves. 
Sit doun anon, and teltf me what your greve is, 
And it fhal ben amended, if I may. 
I have, quod he, had a defpit to day, 
God yelde you, adoun in your village, 
‘That in this world ther n’is fo poure a page, 7760 
That he n’olde have abhominatioun 
Of that I have received in youre toun : 
And yet ne. greveth me nothing fo fore, 
As that the olde cherl, with lokkes hore, 
Blafphemed hath oure holy covent eke. 
Now, maifter, quod this lord, I you befeke. 
No maitter, fire, quod he, but fervitour, 
Though I have had in fcole that honour. 
God liketh not, that men us Rabi call, 


ys 


Neither in market, ne in your large hall. 4340 


No 
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No force; quod he, but tell me all your grefes 
Sire, quod this Frere, an odious meichefe 
This day betid is to min ordre, and me; 
And fo per confequens to eche dégiee 
Of holy chirche, God amende it fone: 
Sire, quod the lord, ye wot what is to don: 
Diftempre you not, ye ben my confeflour. 
Ye ben the falt of the erthe, and the favour 3 
For Goddes love your patience now hold; 
Telle me your grefe. And he anon him told 7780 
As ye han herd before, ye wot wel what. 
The lady of the hous ay fulle fat, 
Til fhe had hérde what the Frere faid. 
Ey, goddes moder, quéd fhe, blisful maid, 
Is ther ought elles? tell me faithfully. - 
Madamé, quod he, how thinketh you therby ? 
How that me thinketh? quod fhe, fo God me {pede, 
I fay, a cherle hath don a cherles dede. 
What fhuld [ fay ? God let him never the ; 
His fike hed is ful of vanitee ; 7799 
L hold him in a maner frenefie. 
Madaine, quod he; by God I fhal not hie, 
But I in other wife may ben awreke, 
1 flial diffame him over all, ther I fpeke ; 
This falfe blafphemour, that charged me 
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To every man ylike, with mefchance. 

The lord fat ftille, as he were in a trance, 
And in his herte he rolled up and doua, 
How had this cherl imaginatioun 


7800 


To fhewen fwiche a probleme to the frere. 
Never erft or now ne herd I fwiche matere ; 
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[ trow the Devil put it in his mind. 

In all Arfinetrike fhal ther no man find 

Beforn this day of fwiche a queflion. 

Who fhulde make a demonftration, 

That every man fhuld han ylike his part 

As of a foun or favour of a fart? 

O nice proude chefl, I fhrewe his face. 
Lo, fires, quod the lord, with harde grace, 7810 

Who ever herd of fwiche a thing or now ? 

To every man ylike? tell me how. 

It is an impoffible, it may not be. 

Ey, nice cherl, God let him never the. 

The rombling of a fart, and every foun, 

N’is but of aire reverberatioun, 

And ever it wafteth lite and lite away ; 
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Ther n’is no man can demen, by my fay, 

If that it were departed equally. 

What? lo my cherl,.lo yet how fhrewedly 7820 
Unto my confeffour to-day he fpake ; 

I hold him certain a demoniake, 


Now 
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Now ete your mete, and let the cherl go play, 
Let him go honge himfelf a devil way. 
Now ftood the lordes f{quier atte bord, 
That carf his mete, and herde word by word 
Of all this thing, of which I have you fayd. 
ae lord, quod he, be ye not evil apaid, 
I coude telle for a goune-cloth 
To you, fire frere, fo that ye be not wroth, 7830 
How that this Gist {huld even ydeled be 
Amonge your covent, if it liked thee. 
Tell, quod the lord, and thou fhalt have anon 
A goune-cloth, by God and by feint John. 
My lord, quod he, whan that the weder is faire, 
Withouten winde, or pertourbing of aire, 
Let bring a cart-whele here into this hall, 
But loke that it have his {pokes all ; 
Twelf {pokes hath a cart-whele communly ; 
And briag me than twelf freres, wete ye why ? 7840 
For threttene is a covent as I gefle : 
Your confeflour here for his worthinefle 
Shal parfourme up the noumbre of his covent. 
Than fhull they knele adoun by on affent, 
And to every {pokes end in this manere 
Ful fadly lay his nofe fhal a frere ; 
Your noble confeflour, ther God him fave, 
Shal hold his nofe upright under the nave. 
Than fhal this cherl, with bely ftif and tought 
As any tabour, hider ben ybrought; 7850 
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And fet him on the whele right of this cart 
Unon the nave, and make him let a fart, 
And ye fhull feen, up peril of my lif, 

By veray preef that is demonftratif, 

That equally the foun of it w ol wende, 

And eke the ftinke, unto the fpokes nistley 

Save that this worthy man, your confeflour, 
(Becaufe he is a man of gret honour) 

Shal han the firfte fruit, as refon 1s, 

‘The noble ufage of freres yet it is, “260 


The w orthy men of et: {hul firft be ferved: 
¢ hath it wel deferved ; 
e hath to-day taught us fo mochel abd, 
j 
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With preching in the pulj pit ther he ftood, 


§ 
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He hadde the firfte fmel of fartes three, 
| fa 


And fo wold all his brethren hardely 
He bereth him fo faire and holyly. 


The lord, the lady, and eche man, faye the trere 


> 


Sayden, that Jankin {fpake in this matere ve 
As wel as Euclide, or elles Ptholomee, 
Touching the cherl, cy fayden, fubtiltee 

And highe wit made him fpeken as he fpake; 
He n’is no fool, ne no demoniake. , 
And Jankin hath ywonne a newe goune 5 

My tale is don, we ben almoft at toune. 
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